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Dramatis Perfonae. ' 

DUKE. 

Frederick, Brother to the Qukf^ and ufurper of his duk^ 
dom, ^ I 

Amiens, ) Lords attending upon the Duke in his banj/h' i 

Jaques, ( ment. -^ 

Le Beu, a courtier attending (?n Frederick. 

Oliver, eldejl Jon to Sir Rowland de Boys, wAo had 
formerly been afervant to the Duke. \ 

fclando i Younger brothers to OWvtT. 

Adam, an old fervani of Sir Kovflznd dc'R6ys,ntnff 

following the fortunes of Orlando. 
Dennis^ fervant to Oliver. i 

Charles, a wrejller^ and fervant . to the ufurping Duke "* 

Frederick. ,. ^ if\ 

Touchftone, a dawn attending on Ceiia and ttofallnd« 
Corin, 



Shepherds, S{ 



A Clown^ in love- with Audrey. 

Williani, another clown ^ in love ufith Audrey^ 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a country curate. 

Rofalind, Daughter to the Duke, 
Gelia, Daughter to Frederick. 
Phebe, ajhepherdefs. 
Audrey,, a country wench. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes; with pages, forejters^ 
and other attendants. 

the SCENE Hes.firji, near Oliver^ houfe; and, ofL 
terwards^ partly in the Duke's Courts and partly in th^ 
Forefi ofArdQix. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 

I 

h- — 

ACT I. S C E N E I. 

OLIVER'S Orchard. 
Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orlando. 

AS I remember, Adam, it was upon this my Fatter 
beqneathM me by Will, but a poor thoufand 
crowns ; and, a$ thou fay 'ft, charged my brother on 
his Blefiing to breed me well; and there begins my 

j fadnefs. My brother Jaques he keeps at fchool, and 
report fpeaks goldenly of his profit ; for my part, he 

\ keeps me ruilically at home ; (or, to fpeak more pro* 
properly) ftys me here at home, unkept: for call you 
that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif- 
fers not from the flailing of an ox? his horfes are 
bread better; for bcfides that they are fair with their 
feeding, they are taught their manage, and toiAat 
end riders dearly hired: but I, his brother, gain no- 
thing under him but growth ; for the which his animali 
on his dunghills are as much bound to him as I. Be- 
fides this Nothing that he fo plentifully gives me, the 
Something, that Nature gave me,*his difcountenance 
feems to take from me. He lets me feed with his 
fainds,barsme the place of abrother, and, as much as 
in him lies, mines my gentility with my education. 
This is it, Adam^ that grives me ; and the Spirit of 

• his countcnance^mj to taJtefr(m nu.] Wc ihould certainly read 
iU difcountenanccf. 

my. 
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my father, which, I think, is within me, begins to 
mutiny againft this fervitude. I will no longer en- 
dure it, tho' yet I know no wife remedy how to avoid 

'•' S C E N E 11. 

EnUr Oliver. 

Adam. X7 O N D E R comes my mafter, your bro- 
JL ther. 

Or/a. Go apart, Adam^ and thou (halt hear how he 
will ihake me up. 

OIL Now, Sir, what make you here ? 

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any 
thing. 
. 61L What mar you then. Sir? 

Orla. Mar.ry, Sir, I am helping you to mar That 
which God made ; a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idlenefs. 

OIL Marry, Sir, be better employed,, and be nought 
a while* 

Orla. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat huiks with 
them ? what Prodigal's portion have I fpent, that 1 
fhould qome to fuch penury ? 

OIL Know you where you are. Sir I 

Orla. O, Sir, very well ; here in your Orchard, 
^^^i. Know you before whom. Sir? 
,,Orlq. Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me« 
I know, you are my eldeft brother: and in the gentle 
condition of blood, you Ihould fo know me; the 
courtefy of nations allows you my better, in that you 
are the firft-born; but the fame thidition takes not 
away my blood, were there twenty brothers betWxt 
\is. I have as much of my father in me, aS you ; 
s^lbeit, I confefs your coming before me is nearer to 
his revenue. 

OIL What, boy ! 

Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this. 

. Oil. 
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' .Oil. Wilt thauJay handb on me, villain? 

Orla, I am no villain: I am the youngeft fon of 
Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is 
thrice a villain, that fays, fuch a father begot vil- 
lains. Wert thou not my brother, I would not take^ 
this hand from thy throat, 'till.this other had puU'd ou t 
thy tongue for faying fo; thou haft rail'd on thyfelf. 
Adam, Sweet matters, bepfatient; for your father's 
remembrance, be .at. accord, 
j OIL ..Let ma go^ . I fay, 

Orla. I will not, 'till I pleafe : you fliall hear me. 
My. father jph^rg'd you in his Will to give me good 
education^ ^on have trained me up like a peafant, ob-*, 
fcuriiigand hiding from me all gentleman-like quali- 
tifeis; the.Spiritof ray father g^ows ftrong in me, and 
I wiill no longer endure.it : therefore allow me fuch 
exercifc9 .as may become a gentleman, or give me th^ 
I poor allotteyy any father left me by teftament; with 
► that 1 will go buy my fortunes. 

Olii And what wilt thou do? beg, when th?ifc is 
fpqnt? well, Sirj get you in. I will not long be 
I trOjubled with you : you fhallhavc fome part of your 
' -will. J pray you, leave me. 

' . ,Orla, I will no further offend you, than becomes 
jne for my good. 

Oli. Get yDU with hipif you old dog. 
Ad^m, Is old dog my reward? moft true, I have 
loft my teeth in your fervice, God be with my old 
mafter, he'wovlld not have fpoke fuch a word. 

[Ep<eunt Orlando and Adam. 

SCENE III. 

Oli. T S it even fo ? begin you to grow upon me ? 
X I will phyfic your ranknefs, and yet give no 
thouTand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis. 
Den. Calls your Worftiip? 
, Vol. III. B OIL 
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0//. Was not Charles^ the Duke's wreftler, her6 to 
fpeak with me ? 

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes accefs to you. 

' OIL Call him in; — 'twill be a good way; and to- 
morrow the wreflling is. ! 

Enter Charles. 

Cha. Good morrow to your Worfhip. 

OIL Good Monfieur Charles^ what's the new news j 
at the new Court ? 

Cka. There's no news at the Court; Sir, but the 
6l<i news; that is, the old Duke is banifiiM by 'his 
younger brother the new Duke, and three orfour lov- 
ing lords have put themfelves inito voluntary exile 
with him; whofe lands and revenues enrich the new 
Duke, therefore he gives them good leave to wander. \ 

OIL Can you tell, \f Rofalind^ the Duke's daugh- 
ter, be banifli'd with her father? . » < 

Cha! O, no ; ^fdr the new Duke's daughter her cou- 
fin fo loves her, being ev6r from their cradle b^ed to- 
gether, that flie wotild have followed her exile, or have . 
died to ftay behind her. She is at the Court, and | 
no lefs beloved of her uncle than his own daughter^ j 
and never two ladies loved, as they do. 

OIL Where will the old Duke live ? j 

Cha. They fay, he is' already in the foreft of Ardtn^ > 
and a many merry men with him; and there they live i 
like the old Robin Hood o( England; they fay, many 
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet 
the time carelefly, as they did in the golden world. 

Oli, Whatt yo^ wreftle to-morrow before the new 
Duke? 

Cha, Marry, do I, Sir; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, Sir, fecretly to un- 
derfland, that your younger brother Orlando hath a 

*for the Duiis daughter her coufin\ read, thi new Duke^s, 

dif. 
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difpoHuon to come in difguisM againft me to try a 
Fall; to-morrow, Sir, I wreftle for my credit; and he,, 
that efcapes me without fome broken limb, (hall ac« 
<}uit him well. Yourbrotheris but young and tender,! 
and fpr your love I would be loth to foil him ;' as Jf 
muft for mine own honour, if became inl; thereforcr 
outfOf'my love to you, I came hither to acquaint yoU) 
withaj.*, that eitijer you might fiay him from his in- 
tendment, ox brook fuch difgrace well ^s he Ihall run 
into; in that it is a thing of his own fearch, and alto- 
gether againft my .will. 

OIL Chailts, I fliank thee for thy'love to me, which 
thou (halt find, I will moft kindly requite. I had 
myfelf Aotice of my brother's purpofe herein, and 
have by underhand means laboured to difluade him 
from it; but he is refolute. I tell thee, Charles^ he is 
the ftubborneft. young fellow of irW^; full of am- 
bition, an envious emulator of every man's good 
parts,' a fecret and villanous contriver againft me his 
natural brother; therefore ufe thy difcretion; I haci 
as lief thou didft break. his neck, as his finger. And, 
thou wert beft look to't ; for if thou doft him any 
flight difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace him- 
felf on thee, he will pra£life againft thee by poifon; 
entrap thee by fome treacherous device; and never 
leave thee, 'till he hath ta'en thy life by fome indireA 
means or other; for I affure thee, (and almoft with 
tears I fpeak it) there is not one fo young andfo vil- 
lanous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him; 
but flaould I anatomize him to thee as he i&, I muft 
blufti and weep, and thou muft look pale and won- 
der. 

Cha. I am heartily glad, I came hither to you; if 
he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment ; if 
ever he go alone again, I'll never wreftl^ fopj prize 
more-; and fo, God keep your Worfliip. [Mxit, 

OIL Farewel, good Charles, Now will .1 ftirihis 

gamefter: I hope, I ihall fee an end of him; for my 

B « fout 
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^bul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than 
he. Yet he's gentle ; never fchoord, and yet learn- 
ed ; ftill of noble device, of all Sorts enchantingly 
beloved ; and, indeed, fo much in the heart of the 
.world, and efpecially of my own people who beft 
know him, that I am altogether mifprifed. fcut it 
fliall not be fo, long ; this wrefller ihall clear all ; no- 
thing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, 
which now FU go about. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. . 

Changes to an Open Walk^ before the Dukes Palace. 
Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

Cel. T Pray thee, Rofalind^ fweet my.coz, be merry. 
A Rof, Dear Celia^ I fliow more mirth than I 
am miftrefs of; and would you yet I were merrier ? 
unlefs you could teach me to forget a banifh'd father, 
you muft not learn me how to remember any extra- 
ordinary pleafurc. 

' Cel, Herein, I fee, thou lov'ft me not with the full 
weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy banifhed 
father, had banifhed thy uncle the Duke, my father, 
fo thou hadfl been flill with me, I could have taught 
my love to take thy father for mine; fo would'fl thou 
if the truth of thy love to me were fo righteoufly 
temper d, as mine is to thee. 

iio/'. Well, 1 will forget the condition of my eflate, 
to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor hone is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou fhalt be his heir; for what he hath taken away 
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in 
aflfeftion; by mine Honour, I will; and when I 
break that oath, let me turn monfler : therefore, my 
fvreet Rofe, my dear Rofe, be merry. 
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Rof. From henceforth I will, coz, and devife Sports : 
let me fee, what think you of falling in love ? 

CeL Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make fport withal : 
but love no man in good«earneft, nor no further in 
fport neither, than with fafety of a,pure blufli thou 
may'ft in honour come off again. 

Rof. What fliall be our Sport then ? 
. CeL Let us fit and mock the good houfewife For- 
tune from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth 
be beftowed equally. 

Rof. I would, wccould do fo; for her benefits arc 
mightily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind woman 
doth mod miftake in her gifts to women. 

Cd. Tis true ; for thofe, that ihe makes fair, (he 
fcarce makes honed; and thofe, that ihe makes hon- 
ell, Ihe makes very ill-favoured. 

Rof. Nay, now thou goeft from fortune's office to 
nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not 
in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchftone, a Clown. 

Cd. No ! when nature h^th made a fair creature, 
may (he not by fortune fall into the fire? tho' nature 
hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not for-* 
tune fent in this Fool to^ut off this argument ? 

Rqf. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature ; 
when fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter off 
of nature's Wit. 

Cd. Peradventure, this is not fortune's Work nei- 
ther, but nature's; who, perceiving our natural wits 
too dull to reafon of fiich Goddeffes, hath fent this 
Natural for our whetftone : for always the dulnefs of 
the fool is the whetflone of the wits. How now, Wit, 
whither wander you ? 

Qo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father. 

Cel. Were you made the meflenger? 
k Oo. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to come 
for you. 

B 3 Rof 
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BjoJ, Where learned you that oath, fool ? , 

Clo. Of a certain Knight, that fwore by bis honour 
they were good pancakes, and fwore by his honour 
the muftard was naught : Now I'll ftand to it, the 
pancakes were naught, and the muftard was good, 
and yet was not the Knight foffworn. 

Cel, How prove you that in the great heap of your 
knowledge? 

Rof, Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your Wifdom. 

Qo, Stand you both forth now? ftrokeyour chins, 
and fwear by your beards that I am a kirive. 

CtL By our beards, if we had them, thou ait. 

Clo. By my knavery, if I had it,, then I were; bxit 
if you fwear by That that is not, you are not for- 
fworn; no more was this Knight fweariftg by 1)18 
honour, for he never had any; or if be had, he had 
fworn it away, before ever he faw thofe pancakes or 
•that muftard. 

Cel. Pr'y thee, who is that thou tneah'ft ? 

Clo. One, that old Frederick your father loves. 

Rof. My father's love is enough to honour him 
enough; fpeak no more of hirfi, you'll be whipt for 
taxation one of thcfe days. 

Clo. The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wifely 
what wife men do foolifiity; 

Cel. By my troth, thou fay'fl true; for fince the 
litde wit that fools have was (ilencM, the little fool- 
cry that wife men have makes a great Show: here 
comes Monfieur Le Ecu. ' ? • ^ 

S C E N E v. 

Enter Le Beu. 

HoJ. "1 T r ITH his mouth full of news. 

V V Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons 
fieed their young. 

KoJ. Then fhall we be news-cram'd. 

Cel. 
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Cd, All the better^ we tball b^.the 'mbrc toaorket- 
able. ' Bon jour, Monfieur U Beu ; what news ? 

Xtf&**..JFair JPrincelSv.ycxu.lvayeJoft much good 
Sport. 

CeL Sport; of what coloiter? 

Lt B<tt>''What coloUr^ Ma4fwn?.tow {hall I an- 
fwer-yoUt? : . . • \ 

Roj, Ad witf'and focidne \vill. !. 
, C/a.iOr as, the deftinies decree. 
» >£it jW^ll.faidj; that was Iaid.Qa:with a trowel. 

Clo, Nay, if I keep not my rank, 

. Xo/;; Tiou lo&ft thy old Jfraeli. \ .1 

Le Beu, You amaze me, ladies; I would have told 
you of good wrefUing, which you have loft the iigh^ 
of • • • — ' * ■ ^ f ^ 

Rof, Yet tell us the manner 01 the wreftling. 

Lt A$Ut I win tell you ' the beginning, and, if it 
pleafe your Ladyihtps, you may fee the end, for the 
bed ii yet 16 do; aftd here >^here yoQ are,' thy arc 
coming to.perform it,. 

CeL Well, the beginning tb^t is dead and buried. 

Le Beu, There comes an oM miin. and his three 
fons,— — -! 

Cel, I qould match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beu, Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and pre fence ; 

BoJ* 'With bills on their necks. '. . 

Clo, Bf it known unto all men by ihefi prejents- 



Le Beu. Theeldeftof thie three wrciftled with Charles 
the Duke's Wrefilcr ; which Cliarles in a moment 
threw him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is 
little hope of life in him : fo he ferv'd -the Second, 
and fo the Third: yonder they lie, the poor old man 
their father making fuch pitiful Ddle over them, that 
all the bteholders take his part with weeping. 

Rof. Alas ! 

Cla» But what is th6^ Sport, Monfieur, that the la^ 
dies have loft ? 

B Le 
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Le Peu. Why this, that I fpeat of. ' . 

Clo. Thus men may grow wifer-every day I It is 
the firft time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 
fport for ladies. 

Cel, Or I, I promifc thee, i 

Rqf. But is there any elfe longs to fet this broken 
mufic in his fides ? is there yet another doatti upon 
rib-breaking ? fhall we fee this wreftling, Coufin? 

Le Beu. You muft if you ftay hetc, for here is the 
place appointed for the wreflling *, and they are ready 
to perform it. 

CeL Yonder, fure, they are cioming ; let us now 
ftay and fee it. 

SCENE yi. 

Flourijh. Enter Duht Frederick, Lords^ Orlando, 
Ch^rlcs^ and Auendants, ' 
Duke, 1^ OME on, fince the Youth will not be cn- 
V->l treated ; his own peril on his forwardnels. 
Rof. Is yonder the man ? ' 

Le Beu. £ven he, Madam. 

CeL Alas, he is too young ; yet he looks fuccefs- 
•fully. 

Duke. How now, Daughter and Coufin ; are you 
crept hither to fee the wreftling ? 
: Rof. Ay, my liege, fo pleafe you give us leave. 

Duke. You will take little delight in it, I can tell 
you, there is fuch pdds in the men : in pity of the 
challenger's youth, I would fain diiTuade him, but 
he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies, fee 
if you can move him. 

Ce/. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Beu. 
Duke. Do fo ; FU not be by. [Duke goes apart. 
Le Beu. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princefles 
call for you. 

Orla. I attend them with a}l refped and duty. 

Rof. 
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JR^. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
wreftler ? 

Orla. No, fair Princefs ; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with hira 
the ftrength of my youth. 

Cel, Young GentJeman, your fpirits are too bold 
for your years : you have feen cruel proof of this 
man's ftrength. *If youfaw yourfelf with our eyes, 
or knew yourfelf with our judgment^ the fear of 
your adventure would counfel you to a more equal 
enterprife. We pray you, for your own fake, to 
embrace your own fafety, and give over this attempt. 

Rof, Do, young Sir ; your reputation fhall not 
therefore be mifprifed; we will make it our fuit to 
the Duke, that the wreftling might not go forward. 

Orla, I befeech you, punifh me not with your hard 
[ thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty, to deny 
1^ fo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your 
fair eyes and gentle wifhes go with me to ray trial, 
wherein if I be foil'd, there is but one fiiamd that 
was never gracious ; if kilfd, but one dead that is 
willing to be fo: I ihall do my friends no wrong, for 
I havq none to lament me ; the world no injury, for 
in it I have nothing ; only in the world I fill up a 
place, which may be better fupplied when I have 
made it empty. 

Rof. The little ftrength that I have, I would it 
-were with you. 

Cel. And mine to eck out hers. 

Rof. Fare you well ; pray heav'n, I be deceiv'd 
in you. 

Orla. Your hearts defires be with you ! 

* If you/aw your/elf xviih your eyes, or knew yourfelf mth your judg' 
mental The Senfe requires that we fliould read, our eyes, and our 
judgment. The Argument is, Tour Spirits are too bold, and therefore your 
Judgment deceives you ; bvi did you fee arid know yourfelf with our mon 
impartial Judgment you wculd forbear, ■* 

;^ B 5 Cha. 
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Cha. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is 
fo defirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orld. Ready, Sir ; but his Will hath in it a more 
xnodeft working. 

Duke. You (hall try but one Fall. 

Cha, No, I warraiit your Grace, you (hall not en- 
treat him to a fecond, that have fo mightily per- 
fuaded him from a firft. 

Ofla, You mean to mock me after ; you ftiould 
not. have mockt me before ; but come your ways. 

Rof. Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man ! 

Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong 
fellow by the leg I [They wrejlle. 

Rof. O excellent young man ! ' - ' 

Cel, li I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who fliould down. ■ i ■ [Jhout. 

Duke. No more, no more. [Charles- ij thrown, 

Orla, Yes, I befeech your Grace ; I am not yet 
well breathed. , « 

Duke. How doft thou, Charles ? 

Le Beu. He cannot fpeak, my Lord. 

Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, youn^ 
Hian ? 

Orla. Orlando, my liege, the youngeft fon of Sit 
Rowland de Boys. 

Duke. I would, thou hadft been fon to fome man 
elfe ! 
The world efleem'd thy Father honourable. 
But I did find him fiill mine enemy : 
Thou (hould'ft have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadft thou defcended from another Houfe. 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth ; 
I would, thou hadft told me of another father. 

[Exit Duke, with his train. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E Vlt. 

. Manent Celia, Rofalind, Orlando^ 

Cd. \ 71 7 E R E I my father, coz, would I do this ? 
V V • Oria, I am more proud to be Sir Row- 
land's fon^ 
His youngeft fon, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Rof. My father lov'd Sir Rowland as his foul. 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his fon^ 
I (hould have giv'n him tears tihto entreaties^ 
Ere he fliould thus have ventiird. 

CeL Gentle Coufin, 
Let us go thank him and encourage him*, 
My father's rough and envious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well dcfcrvdr 
If you do keep your promifes in love. 
But juftly as you have exceeded all in promife, 
•Your mirtrefs flball he happy* 

Rqf, Gentleman, 
Wear this for me; one out of fuits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz? [Giving him a Chain from her Neck. 

Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orla. Can 1 not fay, I thank you? my better 

parts ' 
Are all thrown down ; and that, which here flands up, 
* Is but a quintaine; a mere lifelefs block. 

Rof. He calls us back: my pride fell with my for- 
tunes. 

♦ li but a quintatne, a mere lifelefs block*] A Quintaine was a Fofi 
or Bute fet up for fcvcral Kinds of martial Exercifes, againft which 
ihey threw their Darts and cxcrcifcd their Arms. The AlluGon is 
beautiful. " -/am, fays Or/fl7J^o, only a quintaiuc, a lifelefs Block on 
which Love only Exercifes his Arms in Jefl; the great Difparity of Condition 
between Rofalind and me, notfv^ering me to hope that Love will ever make 
sferims Matter of it. . « 

B 6 I'll 
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I'll alk him what he would. Did you call, Sir? 
Sir, you have wreftled well, and overthrown 
More than your jenemies. 
Cel. Will you go, coz ? 
Rof. Have with you : fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rbf. and Cel. 
Or la. What paflion hangs thefe weights upon my 
tongue ? " 

I cannot fpeak. to her ; yet (he urg'd conference. 

Enter Le Beu. 
O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or fomething weaker, mafiers thee. 

Le Beu. Good Sir, I do in friendfliip counfel you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deferv'd 
High commendation, true applaufe, and love-; 
Yet fuch is now the Duke's condition. 
That he mifconftrues all that you have done. 
The -Duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed. 
More fuits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of. 

Orla, I thai^k you, Sir; and, pray you, tell, me 
this ; 
Which of the two was Daughter of the Duke 
That here was at the wreftling? 

Le Beu, Neither his daughter, if we judge by man- 
mers ; 
But yet, indeed, the (horter is his daughter; 
The others daughter to the banilh'd Duke,, 
And here detained by her ufurping Uncle 
To keep his daughter company; whofe loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of fillers. 
Put I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath ta'en difpJeafure 'gainft his gentle Neice ; 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
But that the people praife her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father's fake; 
And, on my life; his malice 'gainft the lady 
Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fair you well ; 

Here- 
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Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I fliall defire more love and knowledge of you. [Efcit> 
Orla. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well! 
Thus muft I from the fmoke into the fmother ; 
From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant brother: 
But, heavnlyilo/fl/«W/. '- [Exit. 

SCENE VIIL 

Changes to an Apartment in the Palace. 
Re-enter Celia and Rofalind. 

Cel. \^/Hy, Coufin; why, Rofalind; Cupid 
V V have mercy; not a word! 

RoJ. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be caft 
away upon curs, throw fome of them at me; come, 
lame me with reafons. 

Rof. Then there were two Coufins laid up; when 
the one ftiould be lam'd with Reafons, and th^ other 
mad without any. . « 

CeL But is all this for your father ? 

RoJ. No, fome of it is for my father's Child. Oh, 
how full of briars is this working-day-world! 

Cel, They are but burs, coufin, thro\yn upon thee 
in holiday foolery; if we walk not in the trodden 
paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Rof. I could ihake them OfiFmy coat; thefe burs 
are in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. . 

RoJ. I would try, if I could cry, hem, and have 
him. 

CeL Come, come, wreftle with thy affe<5ions. 

Rjof, O, they take the part of a better Wreftlerthan 
myfelf. 

CeL O, a good wifh upon you ! you will try in 

time, in defpight of a Fall ; — but turning thefie jefts 

. out of fcrvice^ let us talk in good earneft : is it pot 

fibUjon fuch a fudden you Ihould fall into fo ftrong 

a liking with old Sir Rowland's youngeft fon ? 

Rof. 
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Rof. The Duke my father lov'd his father dearly. 

CeL Doth it therefore enfae, that you fiipuld love 
his fon dearly ? by this kind of chafe, I Oiould hate 
him; for my father hated hi3 father dearly; yet I 
hate not Orlando. 

Rof. Non faith, hate him not, for my fake. 

Cel. Why fhould I ? doth he not deferve well? 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Duke, with Lords. 

R^, Y E T me love him for that ; and do you love 
1 i him, becaufe I do. Look, here comes the 
Duke. 

CeL With his eyes full of anger.' 

Duke. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafefthafte, 
And get you from our Court. 
• Rof. Me Uncle! 

Duke^ You, Coufin. 
Within thefe ten days if that thou be'ft found 
So near our public Court as twenty miles^ 
Thou dieft for it. 

Rof I do befeech your Grace, 
Let rtie the knowledge of my fault bear with me r 
If with myfelf I hold intelligence. 
Or have acquaintance with my own defires; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do truft, I am not,) then, dear Uncle, 
Never fo much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your Highnefs. . . 

Duke, Thus do all traitors; 
If their purgation did conlift in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itfelf : 
Let it fiiflSce thee, that I truft thee not. 

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a traitor; 
Tell me wherein the likelihood depends* a 

Duke.Thon art thy father's daughter, there's enough* 

Rof So was I, when your Hi ghnefs- took ^his Duke- 
dom ; 

So 
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So was I, when yourHighnefs banifhM him; 
Treafon is not inherited, my lord ; 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
"What's that to me? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, miftake me not fo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. DeariSovereign, hear me fpeak. ' 

Duke. Ay, Celia, we but ftaid her for yourfake;1 
Elfe had flie with her father rang'd along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ftay ; 
It was your pleafure, and your own remoife ; 
I was too young that time to value her; 
But now I know her; if flie be a traitor. 
Why fo am I ; we ftill have flept together, 
Rofe at an inftant, learn'd,* playM, eat together; 
And wherefoe'er we went, like Juno\ Swans, 
Still we went coupled, and infeparabU. [nefs, 

Duke. She is too fubtle for thee; and her fmooth- 
Her very filence and her patience. 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thou, art a fool ; fhe robs thee of thy name. 
And thou wilt fliow more bright, and fhine more 

virtuous, 
When flbe is gone; then open not thy lips : 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom. 
Which I have pad upon her; flic is banifli'd. 

Cel. Pronounce that fen tence then on me, my Liege; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke. You are a fool : you, Neice, provide yourfelf; 
If you out-ftay the time, upon mine Honour, 
And in the Greatnefs of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke, «Jr^. 

SCENE X. 

CeL /^ My poor Rofalind; where wilt thou go ? 
KJ Wilt thou change fathers! I will give thee 
^mine: 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am. 

Rof' 
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Rqf. I have more caufe. 

Cel. Thou haft not, coufin ; 
Pr'ythee, be cheerful ; know'ft 'thou not, the Duke 
Has banifii'd me his daughter ? 

Rqf, That he hath not. 

CeL No ? hath not ? Rofalmd lacks then the love. 
Which teacheth me that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be fundred? (hall we part, fweet Girl? 
No, let my father feek another heir. 
Therefore devife with me, how we may fly; 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 
And do not feek to take your charge upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourfclf, and leave me out: 
For by this heav'n, now at our forrows pale. 
Say what thou canft, Fll go along with thee. 

Rof. Why, whither fliall we go? 

CeL To feek my Uncle in the ioxt&. oi Ardm. 

Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far I 
Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold. 

CeL ril put myfelf in poor and mean attire. 
And with a kind of umber fmirch my face; 
The like do yoii ; fo fliall we pafs along. 
And never ftir aflailants. 

Rof. Were't not better, 
Becaufe that I am more than common tall. 
That I did fuit me all points like a man? 
A gallant Curtle-ax upon my thigh, 
A boar-fpear in ray hand, and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a fwafhing and a martial outfide, 
As many other mannifh Cowards have. 
That do outface it with their femblances. 

CeL What fliall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 

Rof, J'll have no worfe a name thaa Jovis own 
Page ; 
And therefore, look, you call me Ganimed ; 
But what will you be call'd ? 

CeL 
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Cel. Something that hath a reference to myftatc : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Rof. But, Goufin, what if we aflaid to fteal 
The clownifh Fool out of your father's Court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL He'll go along o'er the wide world with me. 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; 
Devife the fitteft time, and fafeft way ^ 
To hide us from purfuit that will be made 
After my flight : now go we in content 
To Liberty, and not to Bani(hment. [EseunL 



ACT II. S C E N E I. 

Aidcn FOREST. 

Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, and two or ihree. Lords like 
Forefitrs. 

Duke Senior. 

NO W, my co-m2^tes and brothers in exile. 
Hath not old cuflom made this life more fweet 
Than That of painted Pomp ? are not thefe woods 
More free from peril, than th€ envious Court ? 
Here feel we but the penalty olAdam, 
The Seafons' difference : as, the icy phang. 
And churl ifli chiding of the winter's wind; 
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even 'till I fhrink with cold, I fmile, and fay. 
This is no Flattery: thefe are Counfellors, 
JThat feelingly perfuade me what I am, 
Sweet are the ufes of Adverfity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a preciousf jewel in his head s ^ 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 

Finds 
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Finds tongtues in trees, book,s in thcninnipg brooks 
Sermons in ftones, and good in every t,hing.' 

Ami, I would not. change it; happy is your Grace, 
That can tranflate the ftubbornnefs of fortune . 
Into fo quiet and fo fweet^a ftyle, 

Diike Sen.\Comt\, (hall we go and kill us venifon? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools^ , . , 
Being native burghers of thii dcfart city. 
Should, in their Confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches goar^d. 

i Lord, Indeed, my Lord, 
The melancholy. Jaques grieves at that ; - . v . 

And in that kind fwears you do more ufurp 
Than doth your brother, that hath banifc'd yOu: - 
To-day my.Lord oiAmienSy and myfelii 
Did fteal behind htm, as he layafong " . ' ' ■ ' 
Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along thw wood; 
To the which place a poor fequeftred flag, 
That from the hunters' aim had ta en a htirt\ 
Did come to languifli ; and, indeed, my lafd. 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth fuch groans 
That their difchargc did ftretch his leathern coat 
Almoft to burfling ; arid the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his-innoc^nt nofe 
In piteojis chafe; .and thus the hairy fool. 
Much mark)ed of the melancholy Jaqun^ 
Stood on th' extremeft verge of the fwift bifook;» 
Augmenting it with i«ars. , 

jUt/Ae; 5€ft. But what faid Ja^u^j? 
Did he not moralize this fpedacle? 

I Lord, O yes, into a t^ioufand fimilifes. 
Firft, for his weeping in the neediefs flream ; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thoumak'ft.a tefiament 
As worldlings do, giving thy fum pf more . 
To that which had too much. Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 
^Tis right, quoth he^ thus mifery doth part 

Thp 
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The flux of company: anon a carekfs herd, 
Full of the pafture, jumps along by him. 
And never ftays to greet him : ay, quoth Jaquis^ 
Sweep on, you fat and grcafy citizens, 
""Tis juft the fafliion: wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 
Thus moft inveftively he pierceth through , 
The body of the Goantry, City, Court, 
Yea, and of this our life; fwearing, that we 
Are mere ufurpcrs, tyrants, and what's worfe, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their aflign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this contem* 
plat ion ? 

fi Lord. Wc did, my lord, weeping and comment* 
ing 
Upon the fobbing deer. 

DuAe Sen. Show me the place; 
I love to cope himin thefe ifuHen fit«. 
For then he's full of matter. 

2 Lord. rU bring you to him ftraight, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Talxce again. 

Enter Duke Frederick with Lords. 

Duke. /^ AN it be poffible> that no man faw them ? 
V>* It cannot be; fome villains of my Court 
Are of confent and fuffcrance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the morning early 
They found the bed untreafur'd of their mifirefs. 

2 Lard. My Lord, the roynifli Clown ^t whom fo 

oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is alfo milTing^ 
He/peria^ the Princefs' Gentlewoman, 

Conf^fles 
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Gonfefles,that (he fecretly o'cr-heard 

Your Daughter and her CouCii much commend 

The pans and graces of the Wreftler, 

That did but lately foil the finewy Charles; 

And fhe believes, where ever they are gone, 

That Youth is furely in their company. 

Duke. Send to his brother, fetch that Gallant hither: 
If he be abfent, bring his brother to me, 
ril make him findhim; do this fuddenly; 
And let not Search and Inquifition quail 
To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. [ExeurU. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to Oliver'j H(7u/i. 
Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Or/a. T"¥ 7 HO's there? 

VV Adam. What! my young mafter? oh» 
my gentle mafter, 
Oh, my fweet mafter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Why are you viituous ? why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you Be fo fond to overcome 
The boney Prifer of the humorous Duke? 
Your Praife is come too fwiftly home before you* 
Know you not, mafter, to fome kind of men 
Their' graces ferve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle mafter. 
Are fanftified and holy traitors to you. 
Oh, what a world is ttiis, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orla. Why, what's the matter? 

Adam. O unhappy youth^ 
Gome not within thefe doors; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives: 
Your brother — (no ; no brother ; yet the fon, — 

Yet 
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Yet not the fon ; I will not call him fon 

Of him I was about to call his father,) 

Hath heard your praifes, and this night he means 

To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie, 

And you within it ; if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you off; 

I overheard him, and his:praftices: 

There is no place, this houfe is but a butchery; 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orla. Why, whither, Adam^ wouldfl: thou have 
me go ? 

Adam. No matter whither, fo you come not here. 

Orla. What, wouldft thou have me go and beg 
my food ? 
Or with a bafe, and boifterous fword enforce 
M A thievifh living on the comnlon road ? 
This I muft do, or know not what to do : 
Vet this will I not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will fubjeft me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam, But do not fo /, I have five hundred crowns. 
The thrifty hire I fav'd under your father. 
Which I did ftore, to be my fofter-nurfe 
When fervice (hould in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 
Take, That ; and he that doth the ravens feed* 
Yea, providently caters for the fparrow. 
Be comfort to my age ! here is the gold. 
All this I give you, let me be your fervant ; 
Tho' I look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty ; 
For in ray youth I never Hid apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in ray blood, 
Nor did I with unbalhful forehead woo 
The means of weaknefs and debility ; 
Therefore niy age is as a lufty winter, 
JFrofty, but kindly ; let me go with you ; 
rU do the fervice of a younger man 
In aU your bufinefs and nccellities. 
: Orla. 
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Orla, Oh !< good old man, how well in thee appears 
The conftant fervice of the antique world ; 
When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fafliion of thefe times. 
Where none will fwaat^but for promotion ; 
And, having That, do chpak their fervice up 
Even with the Having ; it is not fo with thee; 
But, poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotton tree. 
That cannot fo much as a bloiTom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pain^ and, hufbandry ; 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together; 
And.^re wehave thy youthful wages fpent, 
We'll light upoti fproe fpttled, low Content. 

Adam, Matter, go on; and I will follow thee 
To the laft gafp with truth and loyalty. 
From feventeeA year^ 'till now almoft fourfcorc 
Here lived I^ bu,t now live here no more. 
At feventeen years M^ny their fortunes feek; 
But at fourfcoTC, it is too late a week; 
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Than to die well, and not my mailer's debtor. [Exe. ^ 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to the Fokest of Ardta 

Enter Rofalind m Boy's clothes for Ganimed, Cclia 
drejt like afhepherdefs for AJiena, and Clown^ 

Rof /^ 'Jupiter I how weary are my fpirits ? 

\J Clo, I care not for my fpirits, if my legs 
were not weary. 

Rof I could find in my heart todifgrace my man's 
apparel, and cry like a woman ; but I muft comfort 
the weaker veffql, aSdqublet and hofe ought to (how 
itfelf courageous to petticoat; therefore, courage, 
good Aliena, 

CeL 1 pray y.ou, bear with me, I cannot ^o nofiir- 
ther. 
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Cto» For my part, I had rather bear with you, than, 
bear you ; yet I (hould bear no Crofs, if I .did bear 
you ; for, luhink, you have no money in your purfe»r 

Rof. Well, this is the foreftof Jr^€?i*. 

,C/o. Ay; now I am in Arden^ the, more fool I; 
when I was at home, I' was in a better plafe;. bui; 
travellers muft be content. 

Rof, Ay, be fo, good Touckfione: look youj, v^ho 
£omes here^r a youngman and an old in folemn talk. 

EnUr Corin and Silvius* 

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you ftiU. 

SiL O Corin^ that thou knew'ft how I do love,hcr! 

Car.. I partly gueCi ; for I have iQv'd ere now. 

SiL No, Cori/i, being old, thou canft not guefs,, 
Tho' ia thy youth ^hot^ waft as true a lover, . 
As ever figh'd upon ^ midnight pillow; 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As, fure, I think, did nev^r man love fo) . 
How many adion$ 'iiu)ft ridiculo;us 
Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafy ? 

Cor. Into a thoufand that l.haye forgotten. 

SU, O, thou dicjft the:n ne'er love fo heartily; 
If thou remember'ft not the flighteft folly, 
That ever love did make thee run into , 
Thou baftinotlov'd*-: — ^ , 
Or if thou haft tiot fate as I do now. 
Wearying the hearer in thy miftrefs praife. 
Thou haft not; lov'd.-: — 
Or if thou haft not broke from, company 
Abruptly, as my paflTion now makes me ; 

Thou haftnOt lov'd. 

OPhebel fhchl Phebe! [ExUSil 

Rof. Alas, poor Shepherd! fearching of thy wou^d^ 
I have by hard adventure found my own. 

Clo. And I mine ; I remember, when I was inlove^ 
I broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take 
th»t for coming a-nights to Jnnc Smile; and I re- 
member 



<x8 As vou Like it. 

member the kiffing of her badet, and the cow's 
dugs that her pretty chopt hands hadmilk'dand Ire- 
member the wooing of a peafcod inftead of her, 
from whom I took two cods, and giving her them 
again, faid with Weeping tears, wear thefe for my 
h.kc*: We, that are true lovers, run into ftrange ca^ 
pers; but as all is mortal in nature^ fo is all.niatur&' 
in love mortal in folly- ' . 

• Rof, Thou fpeak'ft wifer^ than thou art ware of. * -^ 

Clo. Nay, I fliall ne'er be ware of .mine own wit, 
'till I break my fhins agalnft it. 

Rqf. Jove I Jove ! this Shepherd's paflion is much 
upon my falhion.' ' . '. 

Clo. And mine; but it ^rows fomething ftale With 
me« 

CeL I pray you, one of you queftion yond mun, 
If he for gold will give us. any food; 
I faint almoft to death. 

Clo. Holla; you. Clown! 

Rof. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinfman: ' ' 

Cor. Who calls ? 

Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 

Cor. Elfe they are very wretched. 

Rof. Peace, I fay ; good Even to you, friend. ' 

Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 

Rof. I pr'y thee, fliepherd; if that lov^e or gold - 
Can in this defart place buy entertainments' .; ) 
Bring us where we may reft ourfelves, and feed ; 
Here's a young maid with travel much opp'reft'd. 
And faints for fuccour. * 

Cor. Fair Sir, 1 pity her. 
And wifli for her fake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve hcT: 
But I am Shepherd to another man, ' 

And dp not (beer the fleeces that I graze; 
My maiRer is of churliQi difpofition, 
And little wreaks to find the way to heav'n 

By 
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By doing deeds of Jiofpitality : 
Beiides, his Qo»te, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now ,0^ fale, and at our fheep-coate now, 
Byrcafon of his abfence, ihere is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come fee j 
And in nay voice moft welcojne Ihall you be. 

Rof. What is he, that (hail buy his flock and pa& 
. ture? 

Cor. That young fwain, that you faw here but 
ere ^nile, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

. Rof, I, pray thee, if it ftand with honefty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pafture and the flock. 
And thou (hale have to pay for it of us. 

CeL And we will mend thy wages. 
I like this place, and willingly could wafte^ 
My time in it. 

Cor. AlTuredly, the thing is to be fold ; 
Go with, me; if you like, upon report, - 
The foil, the profit, and this kind of lifc^ 
I will your very faithful ipeederbe; 
And buy it with yovir gold right fuddenly. [EkcwU. 

S C E N E V. 

< . Charigestoa defart Fart afitit Forkst. 
. ^ Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others^ 

SONG. 

TJNDER the green-wood trte^ 

^ Who loves to M^^i^h ^^t 

And tune his merry note^ 

Unto thejweet bird's throaty 

Corner -htfher^ come hither^ come hither s 

Herejhall he fee 

No enemy^ 
Bui winter and rough weather. 
Vol. III. G jof 
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^aq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more. 

Ami, It will make you melancholy, Manfieur Jaques. 

Jrty. I thank it; more, 1 pr'ythee, more; I can 
fuck melancholy out: of k Song, as a weazel fucks 
eggs: more, I pr'ythee, more. 

Ami: My voice is rugged; I know, I cannot pleafe 
you. 

Jaq. I do not defire you to pleafe me, I do defire 
you to fing; come, come, another ftanzo ; call you 
*em ftanzo's ? 

Ami. What you will, Monjieur Jaques. 

Jaq, Nay, I care not for their names^ tliey owe m^ 
nothing. — Will you fing ? 

Ami. More at your requeft, than to pteafe myfelf, 

Jaq* Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll 
thank you ; but That, they call Compliments, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes. . And when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and he rendefs me the beggarly thanks. 
Gome, fing; atid you that will tiot, bold yotir 

tongues 

• AmL Well, FU end the fong. Sirs; cover the 
while ; the Duke will dine under this tree ; he hath 
been all this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too difputable for my company: I think of as 
many matters as he, but I give heav'n thanks, and 
make no boaft of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. ; 

Who doth amhiiionjhun, 

And loves to lie fth' 5u», ~\ 

Seeking the food he tats. 

And pleased with ^hat he gets ; 

Come hither, (6me hithefs c^me hither; 

Herejhalihefee 

No enemy ^ 
But winter and rough weath^* 
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^aq, rU give you a verfe to this note, that I made 
yeflerday in defpight of my invention. 
Ami, And Fll fing it. 
^aq. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pafs^ 
. That any man turn afs ; 
Leaving his wealth and eafe 
AJlubborn will to pleafe^ 
Due ad me, due ad me^ due ad me^ 

Herejhdl he fee 

Grrfs fools as he^ 
An if he will come to me. 

Ami, What's that due ad mef 

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call foofs into 4 
circle, ni go to fleep if I can ; if I cannot, Fll rail 
againft all the firft-born ot Egypt. 

Ami.^ And TU go feek the Duke : his banquet is 
prcpar'd. [Exeunt, feverallj:. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Orlando Hfk/ Adam. 
Adam. TTX EAR riiafter, I can go no further; O, 
U I die for food \ here lie I down, and 
meafure out my grave.' Farewcl, kind mafter. 

Orla. Why, how now, Adam I no greater heart in 
thee ? Kve a little i comfort a little ; cheer thyfclf % 
little. If this uncouth Foreft yield any thing favagc, 
I will either be Tood for it, or bring it for food to 
thee : thy coi^ceit is nearer death, than thy powers. 
For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while at 
the arm's end': I will be here with thee pfefently, and 
if I bring thee hot fdrhething to eat, I'll give'thee 
leave to die. But if thou dieft before I come, thou 
art a mocker of my labour. Well faid, thou look'ft - 
G « cheetly. 
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c):jeerly. And I'll be with thee quickly ; yet thou 
lieft in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee to 
fome flielter, and thou Ihalt not die for lack of a din- 
ner, if there live any thing in this Defart. Cheerly, 
good Adam. [Exeuni. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Duke Sen. and Lords [A Table fei out. 

Duke Sen. T Think, he is transforni'd into a beaft, 
X For I can no where find him^ike a man. 

I Lord. My Lord, he i& but even now gone hence. 
Here was he merry, hearing of a Song. 

Duke Sen. If he, compaft of jars, grow mufical. 
We Ihiall have fliortly difcord in the fpheres : 
Go, feek him; tell him, I would fpeak with him. 

Enter Jaques, 
1 Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke Sen. Why, how now, Monfieur, what a life 
is this. 
That your poor friends muft woo your company? 
What ! you look merrily; 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ; — I met a fool i' th' foreft, 
A motley fool ; a miferable varlct ! '' 
As I do live by food, I met a fool, r 

Who laid him down and balk'd him in the fun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms, 
Jn good fet terms, and yet a motley fool. 
Good-morrow, fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he. 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath fent me fortune \ 
And then he drew a dial frpmhispoak, 
And looking on it with lack-l^ft^cj eye, . 
Says, very wifely, it is ten a iclock; . 
Thus may -We fee, quoth he, how the world wags ; 
'Tis but an hour ago fmce it was nine. 
And after one hour more 'twill be eleven ; 
And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe. 

And 
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And then From hour to hour we rot and rot. 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 
Thai fools (hould be fo deep contemplative ': * . 
And I did laugh, fans intfermiffion, 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 
A worthy fool ! motley's the only wear. 

Duke Sen. What fool is this ? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! one that hath been a Courtierf 
And fays, if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, • 
'Which is as dry as the remainder bi&et 
After a voyage, he hath ftrangc places cram'd 
With obfervation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat« 

Duke Sen. Thou (halt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only fuit; 
Provided, that you weed your better judgmentf 
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them, * 

That I am wife. I muft have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, • 

To blow on whom I pleafe ; for fp fools have ; 
And they that are moft gauled with my folly. 
They moft muft laugh ; and, why. Sir, mull they fo ? 
The why is plain, as way to pariQi church ; • .' 

He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit. 
Doth very fooliftily, although he fmart, 
* Not to fe^ra fenfelefs of the bob. If not. 
The wife man's folly is anatomiz'd 
Even by the fquandring glances of a fool. 
Inveft me in my motley, give me leave 
To fpeak my mind, and I will through and through 

« Seemjtnjelefs of the bob."] Both the Meafure and the ^enfe dired 
us to read, ^ . ' ' 

Not to fetm/en/elifsy 8cc. 

C Q Cleanfe 
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Cleanfethe foul body of th' infeded worid. 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke Sen, Fie on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldft 
do. 

Jag. What, for a counter^ would I do but good? 

DtiJteSm. Mod mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin.: 
For thou thyfelf haft been a libertine. 
As fenfual as the brutiOi Ring itfolf ; 
And all th' embolfed fores and headed evils. 
That thou with licence of free foot haft caught, 
Would'ft thou difgorge into the general world, 

Jaq,. Why, who cries out on pride. 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely aa the Sea, 
'Till that the very very means do ebb? 
What wontan in the city do I name. 
When that I fay, the city-woman bears 
The coft of Princes on nnwortfay ihoulders ? 
Who can come in, and fay, that I mean ber ; 
When fuch a one as fhe, fuch is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of bafeft fundion. 
That fays, his bravery is not on my coft ; 
Thinking, that I niean him; ijut therein futes 
His folly to the meHal of my fpeech ? 
There then 5 how then ? wh^t then? let me fee where- 
in 
My tongue hath wrong'd him ; if it do. him right. 
Then he hath wrong'dhimfelf; if he be free. 
Why, then my taxing, like a wild goofe, flies 
Unclaimed of any man. But who comes here ? 

SCENE VIII. 

£ntre Orlando, wilh Sword draxan. 

Orla. TnORBEAR, and eat no more. 

J7 Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet, 
Orla. Nor flialt thou, 'till neceflity be fgrv'd. 
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Jaq. Of what kind fhoald this Cock come of? 

Duke Sen, Art thou thus bolden d, man, by thy 
diftrefs? 
Or elfca rude defpifer of good manners, 
That in civility thou feem'ft fo empty? 

Qrla. You touched my vein atfirft; the thorny 
point 
Of bare diftrefs hath ta^en from me the flicw 
Of fmooth civility ; yet am I in-land bred, 
And know fome nurture : but forbeas^ I fay : 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit, 4 

'Till I and my affairs are anfwered. 

Jag. If you will not 
Be anfwered with reafon, I muft die, ^ 

J}uke Sen. What would you have ? Your gcntlcnefs 
. fhall force, 
More than your force move us to gentlencfs. 

Orla. I almod die for food, and let me have it. 

Duke Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to pur 
table. 

Orla. Speak you fo gently? pardon me, I pray 

I thought, that all ihiugs had been favage here.; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of ftern commandment. Byt whatever you arc., 
Thai in this defart inacceflible. 
Under the (hade of melancholy boughs, 
Lofe and n^gleft the creeping hours of time; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoll a to church; 
If ever fate at any good man^s feaft; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear. 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be, 
In the which hope I blufh, and hide my fword. 
Duke Sen. True is it,, and that we have feen better 
days ;. 
And have with holy bell been knpU'd to church ; 

C 4 And 
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And fate at good men's feafts, and wip'd b\ir eyes 
Of drops, that facrcd pity had engendered : 
.And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs. 
And take upon command what help wx have, ' 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while. 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food. Thei« is ah old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary flep 
Limp'd'in pure love ; 'till he be firft fuflRc'd, 
DpprefsM with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke Sen. Go find him out. 
And we will nothing wafte till you return. 

Orla. I thank ye ; and be blefi'd ibr your good 
comforr I - [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Ihiki Sen. rr^HOV feeft, we are not all alone uik 

X happy : 
This wide and univerfal Theatre 
Prefents more woful pageants? than the fcenc 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world's a Stage, 
And all the men and women merely Players ; 
They have their Exits and^their entrances. 
And one man in his time plays many parts : 
His afts being feven ages. At firft the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurfe's arms: 
And then, the whining fchool-boy with his fafchel. 
And fliining morning-face, creeping like fnail 
Unwillingly to fchool. And then, the lover ; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
Made to his raiftrefs'' eye-brow. Then, a foldier ; 
Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the pard. 
Jealous in honour, fudden and quick ia quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputaUoa 
^ Evca 
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Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the juQice 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With eyes fevere, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wife faws and modem inftances. 

And fo he plays his part. The fixth age Ihifts 

Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, 

With fpeflacles on nofe, and pouch on fide; 

His youthful hofe well fav'd, a world tdo wide* 

For his ftirunk fhank; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again toward childifli treble, pipes, 

And whittles in his found. Lad Scene of all. 

That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory, 

Is fecond child] fimefs, and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing. ^ 

S C E N E X. ' 

Entir Orlando, with Adam. 
Duke Sen. '\\T^LCOM.E: fet down your .venerJi- 

• V V blc burden, 
And let him feed. 

Orla, I thank you moft for him. 

Adam, So had you need, ' [ 

I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for myfelf. 

Duke Sen, Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you^ 
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes. 
Give us fome.mufic; and, good coufin, fing. 

SONG. 

Blaw^ hlofw^ thou winter wind^ 

'thou art notjb unkind , 

As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is notfo keen^ 
Becaufe thou art notjheen^ 

Altho'' thy breath he rude, . 
-Heigh ho ! Jihg, hiigh ho! unto tht green holly; 
Moft fritndjkip is feigning; moft loving mere folly: 

Then heigh ho, the holly I 

This life is moft jolly. 

C 5 Freeze^ 
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Freeze^ freeze^ thou hitter Jkj, 
That dojl not hitejo nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Tbp* thou the waters warp, 
Thyjiing is notfojharp 

4s friend remembred not. 
Heigh ho I fmg, 8cc. 

i)t^ Sen, If that you were the good Sir RowlaruTa 
Son, 
As you have whifper'd faithfully yau were. 
And as mine ^ye doth bis cfSgies witnefs^ 
Moft truly limm^d, and living in your face^, 
Be truly welcome hither. Fra the Duke, 
That lov'd your Father. The refidue of your fortune 
Go to my cave and tell me. Good old Man, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy mafkris ; 
Support him by the arm 5 give me your hand,' 
And let me all your fortunes underftand* [Exeunt, 



ACT III. S C E N E I. 

Thf PALACE. 

Enter Dute, Lards^ and Oliver. 

Duke. 

NOT fee him fince? Sit, Sir, that cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I fhould not feek an abfent argument. 
Of my -revenge, thou prefent : but Jook to it ; 
Find out thy brother, wherefoe'er be is ; 
Seek him with candle^ bring him dead or living. 
Within this twelve-montb; or tarn thou no more 
To feek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands and all things that thou doft call thine, 

Worth 
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Worth feizjirc, do we fcize into our hands; 

Till thou canfi quit thee by thy brother's mouth. 

Of what we think againft thee. 

Oil, Oh, that your Highnefs knew my heart in this : 
I never Ipv'd ray brother in my life. 

Duke. More villain thou. Well, pufli him out 
of dpors ; 
And let my pfficers of fuch a nature 
Make an Extent upon his houfe and lands : 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to ike Forest* 

Enter Orlando. 

Orla. T TANG there, my vcrfe, in witnefs of my 

XJL love ; 
And thou thrice-crowned Queen of Night furycy. 
With thy chafle eye, from thy pale fphere above. 

Thy hiintrefs' name that my full life doth fway. 
O Rojalind! thefe trees fhall be my books^ 

And in their barks my thoughts Fll character; 
That every eye, whith in this Foreft looks* 

Shall fee tny virtue witnefs'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando^ carve, on every tree. 
The fair, the chafte, and unexpremve She« [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Corin and Clown. 

Cor, AND how like you this flaepherd's life, Mr. 

jl\ Touchjiane? 

Clo. Truly, Ihepherd, in refpeft of itfelf, it is a 

good life ; but in^rcfpeft that it«is a {hcpherd'a life, 

It is naught. In re'fpeA that it u folitary. Hike it 

very well 5 but in refpeil that it is private, it is a 

C 6 very 
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very yile'life^ Now in refpeft it is in tlie fields, it 
pleafeth me well ; but in refpeft it is nbt in the Court, 
it is tedious. As it is a fpare life, look you, it fits 
my humour well; but as there is iio more plenty in 
it, it goes much againft my ftomach. Haft any philo- 
fbphy in thee, (hepherd ? ' 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
fickens, the worf^ at eafe he is : '^nd that he, that: 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends. That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn : that good pafture makes fat fheep ; 
and that a great caufe of the night, is lack of the 
Sun : and that *he that hath learned no wit by na- 
ture nor art, may complain of grof* breeding, or 
comes of a very dull kindred. 

Go. Such a one is a natural philofophcr. Wafl 
«ver in Court, (hepherd ? 

Cor. No, truly. 

Clo. Then thou art damn d. 

Cor. Nay, I hope " / * 

do. Truly, thou art daimny, like aii iliHroiffed 
egg, all on one fide. 

C(fr. For not being at Court ? your reafon. 

Clo. Why, if thou never waft at Court, thou never 
faw'ft good planners ; if thou never faw'ft good man- 
ners,, then thy manners muft be wicked ; and wick- 
cdnefs is fin, and fin is damfiation : thou atl in* ^ 
parlous ftate, {hepherd. 

Cor. Not a Whit, Touchjtoite : thok, that are good 
manners at the Court, are as ridiculous^in the Coun- 
try, as the behaviour of the Country is moft mock- 
able at the Court. You told me, you falute not at the 
Court, but you kifs your hands ; that courtefy would 
be uncleanly, if Courtiers were fliephcrds. 

* Ht tJutt hoik leaned no ugHf by. iatvre or ^r/,. yttay folpiplaiii 'Oj good 
hteding, of coma oj avery dull linflred.] Coxumon Scafe requires lU 

^ "?.^» : . > . , • .1 

-way iomfiain of grofs breeding, 

£10. 
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Clo. Inflanc.e> briefly ; come, inftance. 

Cor. Why, we are ftill handling cmr ewes; and 
their fels, you know, are greafy. 

Clo, Why, do not your Courtiers Hands fweat? 
and is not the greafe of a mutton as wholfome as the 
fweat of a man ? {hallow, (hallow ; — a better inftance, 
I fay : conae. 

Cor. Befides, our hands are hard. 

Clo. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow 
again : a more founder inftance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the fur- 
geryof our fheep; and would you have us kifs tarr? 
the Courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Clo. Moft fhallow man ! thou worms-meat, in re- 
fpeft of a good piecd of flefh, indeed! learn of the 
wife and perpend; civet is of a bafer birth than tarr ; 
the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance, 
ihepbcrd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; Til reft. 

Clo. Wilt thou reft damnM ? God help thee, flial- 
low man; God make incifion in thee, thou art raw. 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer, I cam that I eat; get 
that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's hap- 
pinefs; glad of other men's good, content with my 
harm ^ and the greateft of my pride is, to fee my 
ewes graze, and my lambs fuck. 

Clo. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring 
the ewes and the ranis together; and to offer to get 
your living by the copulation of cattle; to be a bawd 
to a bell- weather; and to betray a Qie-lamb of a 
twelve-month to a crooked-patedoldcuckoldly ram, 
out of all reafonable match. If thou be'ft jiot damn'd 
for this, the devil himfelf will have no fhephetds; I 
cannot fee edfe.hw thou Ihould'ft fcape. 

Cor. Here comes young Mr. Ganimed^ my new 
iriiftrefs's brotllien« 

i :•• ' • SCENE 
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S G E N E IV. 

Enter Rofalind, with a paper. 

Rot. ipROM the eajl to wejiern Inde. 

■* J^Ojiwel is like Rofalind, . ^ 

Her worthy being mounted on the mnd, 
Through all the world bears Rofalind. 
All the pidures, fairejl Und^ 
Are but black to Rofalind ; 
Let no face be kept in mind. 
But the face o/^ Rofalind. 

Clo* ril rhime you fo, eight years togeihei ; din- 
ners, and fuppers^ and fleeping hours excepted: it is 
the right batter- women's rank to market. 

Rof. Out, fool! 

Qo. For a tafte. 

1/41 hart doth lack a hind^ 
Let himjeek out Rofalind. 
Jf the cat will after kind^ 
So, be fare, will Rofalind.* 
Winter garments myjl be lind^ 
Somujlflender Rofalind. 
They^ that reap, mujifheafqnd bind.; 
Then to Cart with Rofalind. 
* Sweetejl nut hath fowreft rind, 
. Such a nut is Rofalind. 
He thatfweetefi rofe willfind^ 
Mufi find love's prick^ and Rofalind. 

This is the very f^lfe g^iUop of verfes ; why do ypu 
iofc^l yourfelf with tbcni ? 

jR^. Peace, you dull fool, I found them oil a tcec*. 

Clo. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Rof Filgraffit with you, and then I fhall graffit 

with 
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with a medler; then it will be the earlieft fruit i' th 
country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, 
and that's the right virtue of the medler. 

Clo, You have faid ; but whether wifely ,or no, 
*let the Forefter judge. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Celia, with a writing, 

RoJ. TjEACJEy here comes my Sifter reading; 
XT ftand alide. 

Gel. Whjjhould this a Be/art be, 
' For it is unpeopled ? No; 
Tongues ril hang on every tree^ 

Thatjhall civil faying Jhow, 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrinMge ; 
That theflretching of afpan 

Buckles in his f urn of age ; 
Some.ofvidated vows, . 

'Twixt the fouls of friend and friend; 
But upon tlie fair efl boughs, 

Or at every fentence end. 
Will I Rofalinda write ; 

Teaching all^ that read, to know. 
This Quintejffence of every Sprite 

Heaven would in Utile fhow. 
Therefore heaven nature charged, . 

Thai one bodyfhould hefUVd 
With all graces wide enlarged; 

Nature prefently difiilfd 
Helen'i cheeks, but not her hearty 

Cleopatra'i tnajefiy ; 
Atal^ni^ s better part; 

Sad Lucretia'i modefiy, 

* Let thiForcQ. judge.] Wc ihould read Forcftcft u t. the Shep- 
herd who was there prefent. 

Thus 
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Thus Rofalind of many parts 

By heavnlyjynod was devised; 
Of many faces^ eyes and hearts. 

To have the Touches dearejl prized. 
Heavn would thatfhe thefe gifts Jhould have^ 

And I to live and die herjlave^ 

Rof *0 raoft gentle Juniper! — what tedious ho- 
mily of love have you wearied your Pariftiioners 
withal, and never cry'd, have patience, good people? 

Cel, How now ? back-friends ! fhepherd, go oflF a 
little : go with him, firrah. 

Clo, Come, fhepherd, let us make an honou^rable 
retreat; tho' not with bag and baggage, yet with 
fcrip and fcrippage. [Exeunt. Cor. and Clown. 



S C E N E VI. 

Cel. "pV 1 D S T ihou hear thefe verfcs ? 

aJ Rof O yes, I heard them all, and more 
too; for fome of them had in them more feet than 
the verfes would bear. 

C^/. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the verfes* 
Rof, Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themfelves without the verfe, and therefore ftood 
lamely in the verfe. 

Cel, But didft thou hear without wondring, how 
thy name fliould be han g'd and carv'd upon thefe trees? 
. Rof I was feven of the nine days out of wonder, 
before you came : for, look here, what I found on a 
palm-tree; I was never fo be-rhimedfince Pythagoras^s 
time, that I was an Iri/h rat, which I can hardly re- 
member. 

♦ moj gentle ]\ipitfiT\] Wc fliould read Juki^, as the follow- 
ing Words Ihcw, alluding to the proverbial Tcnn of z Juniper Lee- 
iure : A fliarp oc unpleafing ofae ; Juniper beijig a rough prickl/ 
Flam. 

Cel. 
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Cel. Ttow you, who hath done this? 

Rof, Is it a man ? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck: Change you colour? 

Rof. I pr ythee, who ? 

CeL O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth* 
quakes, and'fo encounter. 

Rof, Nay, but who is it? 

CeL Isitpoflible? 

Rof. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moft petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and mod wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
out of all whooping 

Rof * Good my complexion ! doft thou think, 
though I am caparifon'd like a man, I have a doub- 
let and hofe in my difpofition? One inch of delay- 
more is a South-fea off difcovery. I pr'ythee,. tell 
me, who is it; quickly, and fpeak apace ; I would 
thou could'ft ftammer, that thou might'ft pour this 
concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out 
of anarrow-mouth'd bottle; either too much at once, 
or none at all. . I pr'ythee, take the cork out of thy 
mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

■CeL So you may put a man in your belly. 
^Rof Is he of God's making? what manner of man? 
is his head worth a hat ? or his chin worth a beard? 

CeL Nay, he hath bnt a little beard. 

Rof Why, God will fend more, if the man will 
be thankful; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if 
thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

CeL It is young Orlando^ that tripp'd up the wreft- 
Ict's heels and your heart both in an iuftant. 



. ♦ Good my complexion!] This is a Mode of Exprejfion^ Mr. Theobald 
fiyi, which he cannot reconcile to Common Se?ife. Like enough i "and fo 
*" - -- • - mpli^' 



too the Oxford Editior.. But the Meaning is^ Hold ^o$d my^ compltTS 
ion. i. e. let me not blufh. 
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RoJ. Nay, but the devil take xDOcking; fp^ak, fad 
brow, and true maid. 

CeL Tfaith, coz, 'tis hc« 

Rof. Orlando! 

CeL Orlando. 

Rof. Al^s the day, what (hall I do with my doublet 
and hofe? what did he, when th^u faVA him ? what 
faid he? how Jook'd he ? wherein went he ? what, 
makes he here ? did he afk for me ? where remains he? 
how parted he with thee? and when flialt thou fee 
him again ? anfwer me in one word. 

CeL You muft borrow me Garagantud's mouth firft 5 
'fis a word too great for any mouth of this age's fizc : 
to fay, ay, and no, to thefe particulars, is more than 
to anfwer in a catechifm. 

Rof. But doth he know that I am in this Foreft, 
and in i[nan's apparel ? looks he as freflily as he did- 
the day he wreftled? 

. CeL It is as eafv to count atoms, as to tefolve the 
propofitiohs of a lover: but take a tafte of my find- 
ing him, and relifhit with good obfervance. I found 
him under a tree like a dropp'd aQorn. 

Rof. It may well be call'djfw^'s tree, when it drops 
forth, fuch fruit, 

CeL Give me audience, good Madam. 

Rof, Proceed. 
' CeL There lay he flretch'd along like a wounded 
Knight. 

Rof. Tho' it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well be- 
comes the ground. 

CeL Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee; it cur- 
vets unfeafonably. He was furnifh'd like a hunter.. 

jR^. Oh, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

CeL I would fing my fong without a burden; . thou 
bring'fl me out of tune. 

. Rof. Do you not know I am a woman? when I, 
think, I muft fpeak ; Sweet, fay on. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

CeL "XT OJJ bring me out. Soft, comes he not 
1 here ? 

Rqf. 'Tis he J flink by, and note him. 

[Cel. and Rof. niire. 

Jaq, I thank you for your company; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been rayfeif alone. 

Orla, And.fo had I; . but yet for fashion fake, I 
thank you too for your fociety. 

Jaq, God bV' you, let'3 meet as liulc as \w c?in. 

Oxla* I dp dtffire we may be better Arai^ger^ 

Jaq, I pray you, marr no. more trees with writing 
lovie-ibngs in their barks* 

Orla. I pray you, marr no more of my Verfes with 
reading them ill-favouredly. - 

Jaq, Rofalind, IS your love's name? 

Orla. Yes,juft. 

Jaq, I do not like hcmame, 

Orla, There was no thought of pleating yoUf wbei^l 
flie was chriflen'd. 
. Jaq* What ftature is flie of? 

Orla. Juft as high as my heart. 

Jaq, You are full of pretty anfwers \ have you not 
been acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and conn'd 
them out of rings ? ' 

Orla. Not fo: but I anfwer you right painted 
doth, from whence you have ftudied your c]ueAions» 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit; I think, it was made 
o{ Atalanta% heels. Will you fit down with me, and 
we two will rail againft our miftrefs, the world, and 
all our mifery. 

. Orla. I will chide no breather in theworld butmy- 
felf, againft whom I know moft faults. 

Jaq. The worft fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orla. 
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Orla, 'Tis a fault I will not change for your bcft 
virtue; I am weary of you. 

^aq. By my troth I was feeking for a fool, when 
1 found you. 

Orla. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in, 
and you fhall fee him. 

Jaq, Tliere I fhall fee mine own figure. 

Of/a. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher. 

Jaq» rU flay no longer with you; farewel, good 
Signior love ! [^^^^^ 



SCENE VIII. 

adi 

Rof. con.i 



Orla. T Am glad of your departure; adi£u, good 
X Moniieur melancholy ! [Cel. and 



forward. 

. Rof, I will fpeak to him like a faucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knave with him : do you 
hear, fprefter? 

Orla. Very well ; what would you ? 

Rof, I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

Oila. You (hould aflc me, what time o'day ; there's 
no clock in the Foreft. 

Rof. Then there is no true lover in the Forieft; 
elfe, fighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would deteft the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock. 

Orla. And why not the fwiftfoot of time? had not 
that been as proper ? 

Rof, By no means. Sir: time travels in divers 
paces, with divers perfons; rUlellyouwho time am- 
bles withal, who time trots withal, who time gallops 
withal, and who- he ftands ftill withal ? 

Orla, I pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal? 

Rof* Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 
tween the contraft of her marriage, and the day it is 
folemniz'd : if the interim be but a fennight, time's 
pace is fo hard fhat it feems the length of feven years. 

Orla. Who ambles time withal ? 

Rof 
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Rof. With a prieft that lacks Latine^ and a rich 
man that hath not the gout ; for the one fleeps eafily, 
becaufe he cannot ftudy ; and the other livesmerrily, 
becaufe he feels no pain: the one lacking the burden 
of lean and wafteful learning; the other knowing no 
burden of heavy tedious penury. Thefe time ambles 
withal. ^ 

Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal? 

Kof, With a thief to the gallpws : for though he 
go as foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too 
foon there. 

Orla, Whom ftays it ftill wkhal? 

RoJ. With lawyers in the vacation ; for they fleep 
'between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orla. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Rof. With this fliepherdefs, my fifter; here in the 
{kirtsi of the foreft, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orla. Are you native of this place ? 

Rof. As th^ cony, that you feq dwell where fhe it 
kindled. 

(}r/(i. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could 
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling. 

Rof. I have been told fo of many ; but, indeed, an 
old religious Uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who 
was in his youth an in-laud man, one that knew 
courtfhip too well ; for there he fell in love. I have 
heard him read many le6lures againfiit; I thank God, 
I am not a woman, to be touched with fo many gid- 
dy offences as he hath generally tax'd their whole fex 
withal. 

Orla. Can you remember anyof the principal evils, 
that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Rof. There were none principal, they were all like 
one ariother, as half-pence are; every one fault fe^m- 
i, ing raonftrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match it. 
Oria. I pr'ythee, recount fome of them.^ 

/Ig/^ No; I will not call away my phyfic, but on 

thofe 
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thofe that arc fick. There is a man haunts tlie Foreft, 
that abufes our young plants with cmving Rofalmd on 
theirbarks ; hangs Odes upon hawthorns, and Elegies 
on brambles ; all, forfooth, deifying the name ofRo- 
falind^ If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would 
give him fome good counfel, for he feems to have the 
Quotidian of love upon him. 

Orla. I am he, that is fo love-fliakM ; I pray you 
tell me your remedy. 

Rqf. There is none of my Uncle's marks uponyou^ 
he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which 
cage of ruflies, I am fure, you arc not prifoner. 

Orla. What were his marks ? 

Rof, A lean cheek, which you have not ; a blue 
eye and funken, which you have not; an unqueftion- 
able fpirit, which you have not ; a beard neglefied, 

lyhich you have not ; ^but I pardon you for that, 

for fimply your Having in beard is a younger Bro- 
ther's revenue; then your hofe fhould be ungar- 

ter'd, your bonnet unhanded, yourfleeve unbutton'd, 
your flioe untied, andevery thing about you demon- 
jlrating a carelefs defolation ; but you are no fuch 
man, you are rather, point-devic<; in your accoutre* 
ments, as loving yourfelf, than feeming the lover of 
any other. 

Orla. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love. 

. Rqf, Me believe it? you may as foon make her, 
that you love, believe it; which, I warrant, ihe is 
apter to do, than to confefs (he does ; that is one of 
the points, in the which women ftill give the lie to 
their confciences. But, in good footfa, are you he 
that hangs the Verfes on the trees, wherein Rqfalind 
isfo admired? 

^ Orlam I fwear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rofalind^ I am That he, that unfortunate he. 

-R^. But are you fo much in love, as your rhimcs 
fpeak? 

Orla. 
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Orla, Neither rhime'nor reafon can exprefs how 
much. 

Rof. Love is merely a madnefs, a^nd, I tell you, 
deferves as well a dark houfe and a whip, as mad 
men do: and the reafon why they are'not fo punifh'd 
and cured, is, that the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the 
whippers arc ih love too : yet I profefs curing it by 
counfel. 

0?/a. Did you iever cure any fo ? 

Rof. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his miftrefs : and I fet him every 
day to woo me. At which time would I, being but 
a moonifli youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, 
longing, and liking; proud, fan tallica], apilh, (hal- 
low, inconftant, full of tears, fuJl of fmiles ; for every 
paflion fomething, and for no paffion truly anything, 
-as boys and women are for the moft part cattle of 
this colour; would now like him, now loath him; 
then entertain him, then forfwear him ; now weep for 
him, then fpit at him ; that I drave my fuitor from 
his mad humour of Idve, to a living humour of mad- 
nefs ; Which was, to forfwear the full ftream of the 
world, and to live in a nook merely monadic ; and 
thus I cur'd him, and this way will I take upon me 
to wafli your liver as clear as a found fheep's heart, 
-that tliere fliall not be one fpot of love in'i. 

Orki.' 1 would not be cur'd, youth. 

Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me 
Rqfalind^ and come every day to my cotte, and woo 
me. 

Or/tfi Now, by the faith of my love, I will ; tell 
me where it is. 

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fliew it you ; 
aild, by the way, you Ihall tell me where in the Foreft 
you live : will you go ? 

Orla. With all my heart, good youth. 
Rof. Nay, nay, youmuft call vaeRofalind: come, 
iifter, will you go r [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IX. 

£n/^r Clown, Audrey ^nrfjaques. ' 

Clo. /^ O M E apace, good Auduy^ I \vill :(etGh up 
V>* your goats, Audrey; and now, Auif^^iZva.! 
the man yet? doth my fimpie feature content you ? 

Aud^ Your features, lord warrant us ! what feature*? 

Clo. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the mod 
capricious poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths. 

Jaq. O knpwledge ill-inhabited^ worfe than Jove 
in a thatch'd lioufe ! 

. Clo. When a man's verfes cannot be uniderfipod, 
nor a man^s good Wit feconded wi^h the forward 
child, Underilanding ; it ftrikes a man more dead 
than a great reckoning in a little room ;. truly, I 
would the Gods had made thee poetical. 

And. I do not know what poetical is ; is it honeft 
in deed and word ? is it a true thing ? 

Clo. No, truly ; for the truefi poetry is the moft 
feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; a;nd what 
they fwear in poetry, may be faid, as lovers, they do 
feign, 

Aud. Do you wifh then^ that the Gods had made 
me poetical ? 

C/(?. I do, truly ; for thou^ fwear'ft to me,, thou a|t 
honed: now if thou wert a poet, J m^ght have fomc 
hope thou didft feign. 

Aud. Would not you have me honeft? 

Clo. No, truly, unlefs thou wert hard-favourM ; 
for honefly coupled to beauty, is, to have honey a 
fauce to fugar. , 

, Jaq^ A. material fool ! , . 

4^. Weil^ lam not fair ; and therefore I pray 
the Gods make me honeft ! . , 

Clo. Truly, and to catt away honelly upon a foul 
flut, were to put good meat into an unclea^n diih,. 

Aud. I am not a £Lut, ' though I.thank the Gods I 

foul. Clo. 
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Clo. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy foulncfs ! 
fluttiihnefs may come hereafter: but be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee ; and to that end I have been 
with Sir Oliver Mar-text^ the vicar of the next vil- 
lage, who hath promised to meet me in this place of 
the forefl; and to couple us. 

Jaq. I would fain fee this meeting. 

And. Well, the Gods give us joy ! 

Clo. Amen^ A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, ftagger in this attempt; for here we have no 
temple but the wood, no affembly but horn-beafts. 
But what tho' ? courage. As horns are odious, they 
are neceilary. It as faid, many a man knows no 
end of his goods: right: many a man has good 
horns, and. knows no end of them. Well, that is 
the dowry of iiis wife, 'tis none of his own -getting 5 

horns ? even fo poor men alone ? no, no, the 

nobleft deer hath them as huge as. the rafcal: is the 
fingle man therefore blefFed? no. As a walFd town 
is more worthier than a village, fo is the forehead of 
a married man more honourable than ihe^bare brow 
of a bachelor ; and by: how much <lcfen<?e is better 
than no {kill, fo much is a horn more precious to 
want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar-text^ you are 
well met. Will you difpatch us here under this 
tree, or fliall we go with you to yox;r chapel ? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the womaH ? 

Clo. I will not take her on gift of any man% 

Sir Oli. Truly, (he muft be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 

Ja J, Proceed, proceed ! FU give her. 

Clo. Good even, good matter what ye ca^l: how do 
you. Sir? you are very well met: God'ild you for 
your laft company ! I am very glad to fee you ; even 
a toy in hand here, Sir: nay ; pray, be covered. 

Vol. III. D ^ Jaq. 
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Ja^- Will you bemarried, Afo*/ey? 

Clo, As the ox hath his bow^ Sir, the horfe his 
curb, and the faulcon his bells, fo man hath his de« 
fire ; and as pigeons bill, fo wedlock would be nib* 
ling* 

Jaq. And will you, being a man: of yonr breediug, 
be married under abufli like a:heggar? getiyou* to 
church, and have a good pridhhat can tell, you .what 
marriage is; this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainfcot ; then one of you will prove a 
ihrunktpannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp. 

Clo, 1 am not in the mind, but I were better to ibe 
married of him than another; &rlie isnii^t iike to ~ 
marry ;me well; and not being well msarricd, it will 
be a good excufe for ime. hereafter to leavie my waie* 

Jdq. Go thoii with me, arid let me counfel thee. 

Ch^ Come, fweet Audrey^ iwe muft be married, or 
wemuft livein bawdry: farewel; good Sil* Oliuer ; 
not OJwteJt Olivjer, brave Oliver, leaoenu.not behind 
thee^ but ^ind away^f. begone,! I £ay^ I will tnot to 
wedding with thee. 

Sir Oil*.. 'Tis no matter; me'er a fantaftical knave 
of them alhfhall (flout otrie out of my Galling. [Exeuttt, 

SCENE X. 

., ^Cha^ges to a Cottage in the .ForcfL , ..j; 

jEn^^r'Rofalindanrf C^IIa. , . ' 

Jl^.TWTEVER talk to me, I will weep, f . '• 

1\ CeL Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the . gtsace 
to confider, that tears do not become a man. 

Rof. But have I not caufe to weep ? 

CeL As good caufe as one would defire, the^fore 
weep. . . 

\Raf. His very hair is of the diflembling colour. / 

C^. .Something browner than. jFurfa/s: marry his 
kifies are Judas's own children. 

^Rof. 
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Rof. r faiths his hair is of a gOQd colour. 

CeL An excellent colour: your chefnut was ever 
the only colour. 

Kof, And his kifling i$,as full of fandity, as the 
touch of holy beard. 

CeL He hath bought a pair of caft lips . of Diana ,* 
a nun of Winter's (ifterhood kifles not more religi*. 
oufly ; the very ice of chafiity is in the)ii. 

Rof, But why did he fwear he wo^ld come thi$ 
morning, and comes not ? 

CeL Nay, cenainily, there is zip trj:^th i^ii^him. 

K^. Dp you think fp ? 

C^/. Yes; I thiiik he is ^ not a picL-purfe nor a 
horfe-flealer; but for his verity in love, I do think 
him as concave as a covered goblet^ or a worm-eaten 
nut. 

H^. Not true in love ? 

CeL Yes, when he is in; but, I think, he is not in. 

Rof. You have heard him fwear downright, he was. 

CeL Was, is not is ; befides, the.osith; of a loyer iar 
no ftronger than the word of a tapfter ; they are both 
the confirmers of falfe reckonings; , he z^ttiends here 
in the Foreft on the Duke your Father. 

'RoJ, I met the Duke yefterday, and had much 
queftion with him : he alkt me, of what p^^rentage I 
was ; I told l^im,' of as, good as h^; fo;he l^iugh^d, 
and let me go. But what talk \ye of ^ fathers, whe^ 
there is fuch a ,m^n ; g^s Pr/fl7^rf(? f 

CeL O, that^s a brave man ! he writes brave verfes, 
fpeaks brave words, fwears brave daths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite travers, athwart . the hqart of 
his lover; as a puifny tiUer, . jtba4; fpurs his horfe 
but onei fide> breaks his ftafFlike a'noble.goofe; but 
all's brave that youth mpuqtii and, foUy guides: 
who iCome3lhere 2 : . J . . ' 

Enter Corin. • 
Cor. Miftrefs and mailer, you have oft enquired 
After the.fhcpherd that complain d of love ; 

D % Whom 
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Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf, 
Praifing the proud difdamful Ihepherdefs 
That was his miftrefs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will fee a pageant truly plaid. 
Between the pale complexion of true love. 
And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain; 
Go hence a little, and I ihall condud you, 
If you will mark it. 

Rof. O come, let us remove ; 
The fight of lovers feedeth thofe in love : 
Bring us but to this fight, and you (hall fay 
I'll prove a bufy A&ot in their Play* [Exeuni, 

S G E N E XI. 

Changes to another part of the Foreft. 
Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Sii. QWEET Fhebe^ do not fcorn me; do not, 

i3 Phebe; 
Say, that you love me not ; but fay not fo 
In bittemefs ; the common executioner, 
Whofe heart th' accuftom^d fight of death makes 

hard. 
Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck. 
But firft begs pardon : will you ftemer be 
Than he that deals, and lives by, bloody drops* 

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin. 

Phe* I would not be thy executioner; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou teirft me, there is murder in mine eyes ; - 
Tis pretty, fure, and very probable. 
That eyes, that are the fraiPft and fofteft things. 
Who fhut their coward gates on atomies. 

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers! 

Now do I frown on thee with all my Iieart, 

And 
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And ilFmine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
fiow counterfeit to fwoon ; why, now fall down ; 
Or if thou canft not, oh, for (hame^ for fliame, 
I Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murderers. 

Now (hew the wound mine eyes have made in thee*; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some fear of it ; lean but upon a ruCb, 
The cicatrice and capable impreflure 
Thy Palm fome moment keeps : but now mine eyesj 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 
Nor, I am fure, there is< no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 
Sil.O dc^r Fhebe, 
If ever (as that ever may be near) 
You meet in fome frefh cheek * the power of fancy^ ' 
Then (hall you know the wounds invifible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Fhebe. But *till that time. 
Come not thou near me; and when that time comes, 
Afflift me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 
As, 'till that time, I (hall not pity thee. 
Rof. And why, I pray you? who might be your 
mother. 
That you infult, exult, and rail, at once 
Over the wretched? what though you have beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
Muft you be therefore proud and pitilefs ? 
Why, what means this? why do you look on mel* 
I fee np more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature's fale-work: odds, my little life! 
I think, (he means to tangle mine eyes too : 
No, faith, proud miftrefs, hope not after it ; 
'Tis not your inky brows, your black (ilk hair; 
Your bugle eye-balls^ nor your cheek of cream. 
That can entame my fpirits.to your worlhip. 

* the power of fancy ^'] i. c. the Anns of Love : As Poets talk of the 
Dans of Cupid ia the Eyes of their Miftreifes. 

D 3 You 
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You foolifli Shepherd, Wherefore do you follow her 

Like foggy South, puffing \vith wind ahd rain? 

You are a thoufand times a properer man. 

Than ftie a woman. 'Tis fuch fools as you. 

That make the world full df ili-favour'd children; 

Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatter her; 

And out of you'flie fees herfelf more proper, 

Than any of her lineaments can (how her. 

But, miftrefs, know yburfelf ; dowA on your knec«, 

And thank heaven, fafting, for a good man's love ; 

For I muft tell you friendly in your ear, 

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 

Cry the man mercy, Igve him, take his offer; 

Foul is moft foul, being found: to be a fcoffer : 

So lakfe her to the^t flieph^rd ; fere you well. 

Phe. Sweci^'outh, I pray you, chide a year together 5 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Rof. He's fallen in love with your foulncfs, and 
fliell fall in love with my anger.— Jf it be fo, as feft 
as fhe anfwers thee, ^itlj fi*owning looks, IHl fauce 
her with bitter words. Why took you fo upon mc? 

Pke. 'For no ill will I bear you. 

Rof. I pray you, do not fall in love with mc ; 
For I am falfer than vows made in wine ; 
Befides, I like you not. If you will know my houfe, 
'Tis at the tuft of CMives, here hard by : 
Will you gb. Sifter? (hepherd, ply her hard: 
Gome, lifter; ftiepheidefs, look on him better, 
Atid be not' "proud; the'' all the worid could' fee. 
None could be fo abus'd in fi'ght as he. 
Come, to our flock. [Exeunt Rof. Cel. dnd Corin. 

Phe. Deed fliepherd, now»I find thy Saw of mi^ht; 
Who ever lov'dv that lov'd not at firft fight ? 

Sil. Sweet PheBe ! . 

Phi. Hah : what fay 'ft thou, Silvius ? 

Sil, Sweet PM^, pity lAe. 
: Phe. Why I am forry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Where-ever foirrow is, relief would be ; . 

U 
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If you do forrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your Sorrow and iny grief 
Were both extermia'd, 

Pka. Thou haft my love ; is not that neighboiurly? 

SiL I would have you, . • 

Phe. Why, thatwerc CovetQnfnefs. 
Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 
And yet it is not, that I bear thee love; 
But Cnce that thou cajift tali: <xf love fo well. 
Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me^ 
I will endure; and I'll employ :thee too: . 
But do not look for further rccompencc. 
Than thine own gladnefs that thou art empIoyM. 

SiL So holy and fo perfed is my love. 
And I in fuch a poverty of grace, 
That I (hall think it a moft plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harveft reaps : loofc now and dien 
A fcatter'd fmile^ and that r^lMive upon. 

JRW* Know'ft thou the youth, that ipdkc to me cue- 
while ? 

Sit. Not very well, but I have met him oft ; * 
And he hath bought the cottage aiid the bound^^ 
That the old Carlot once was mafterof. 

Phe. Think not, I love him, tho' I a£k fOr him ; 
'Tis but a peevifh boy, ytt be talks well. 
But what care I for words? yet words do well. 
When he that fpeaks them, pleafes thofe that hear: 
It is a pretty youth, not very pretty; 
But, fure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes 

him ; 
He'll make a proper man ; the befl thing in him 
Is his Complexion; and fafier than his tongue 
Did make OflFence, his eye did heal it up: 
He is not very, tall, yet for his years he's tall ; 
His leg is but fo fo, and yet 'tis well ; 
There was a pretty rednefs in his lip, 
A little riper, and more lufty red 

D 4 Than 
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Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas jiift the dif* 

ference 
Betwixt the coqftfint red and mingled damalk. 
There be fome women, Silvius^ had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him; but, for my part^ 
I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet 
I have more paufe to hate him than to love him; 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He faid, mine eyes were black, and my hair black : 
And, now I am remembred, fcomM at me; 
I marvel, why I anfwer'd not again ; 
But that*s all one; omittance is no quittance. 
rU write to him a very taunting letter. 
And thou (halt bear it ; wilt thou SUvius f 

Sil. Phebe^ with all my heart. 

Phe. ril write it flraight; 
The matter's in my bead, and in my heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paffing fhort: 
Go with me, Silvms. [Exeuni. 
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CorUtnuci in the FOREST. 
finter Rolalind, Celia, anijaques. 

Jaq.ues. 

IPr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
with thee. 
Rqf. They fay, you are a melancholy fellow.. 
Jaq. I am fo ; I do love it better than laughing. 
Rof. Thofe, that are in extremity of either, are abo- 
minable fellows ; and betray themfelves to every mo- 
dern cenfure, worfe than drunkards. 
Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing. 

Rof. 
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Bjff. Why then, 'tis good to be a poft. 

Jaq. I have neither the fcholars melancholy, which 
is emulation ; nor the mufician's, which is fantafti* 
cal ; nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor the fol- 
diet s, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which 
is politic; nor the lady's, which is nice; nor the . 
lover's, which is all thefe ; but it is a melancholy of 
mine own, compounded of many fimples, extraded 
from many objeds, and, indeed, the fundry contem- 
plation of my travels, in which my often rumina- 
tion wraps me in a moft humourous fadnefs. 

Rof. A traveller ! by my faith, you have great rea- 
fon to be fad : I fear,. you have fold your own lands 
to fee other men's ; then, to have feen much, and to 
have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 

Jaq, Yes^ I have gain'd me experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

K^ And your experience makes you fad: I had 
rather have a fool lo make me merry, than experi- 
ence to make me fad, and to travel for it too. 
Orla, Good day and happinefs, dear Rofalind I 
Jaq, Nay, then God b'w'y you, an you talk in 
blank verfe. [Epiit. 

S C E N E II. 

RoJ, T[*AREWEL, monfieur traveller; look, you 
JL lifp, and wear ftrange fuiti^; difable all the 
benefits of your own Country; be 'out of love with 
your nativity, and alraoft chide God for. making you 
that countenance you. are; or I will fcarce think, 
you have fwam in a Gondola. Why, how now, 
Orlando^ where have you been all this while? You a 
lover? an you ferve me fuch another trick, never come 
in my fight more. 

Orla, My fair Rofalind, I come within an hour of 
my promife. 

D5 Rof, 
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Rof. Break an* how's promife in love ! he that 
will divide a riiiiiute into a thoufand parts, and 
break but a part of the thoufandth part of a minute 
in the affairs of love, it may be faid {of him, that 
Cupid hath clapt him oUh' flioulder^ but Til warrant 
him heart-whole. 

Orta. I^ardon me, dear Rqfalind. 
^Rqf. Nay, in you be fo tardy, come no more in 
niy fight: I had as lief be woo'd of afnaih 

Orla. Of a fnail? 

Rqf. Ay, of a fnail ; for tho' he comes flowly, he 
carries his, hbufe on his head: a better-jointure, I 
think, than ybu make a-woman; befides, he Brings 
his deftiny with him. 

Orla. What's that? 

Rqf. Why, hotns; which fuch as you are fiain to 
be beholden to your wives for ; but he comes armed 
in his fortune, and prevents the flander of his wife. 

Orla. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rofalind is 
virtuous. 

Rof, Arid I am your Rofalind. 

CeL It pleafes him to call you fo; but he hath a 
Rofalind o£2ihttter leer than youi 

Rqf. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in 
a holiday humour, and like enough to confent: 
what would you fay to me now, an I were your very, 
very Rqfalind ? 

Orla. I would kifs, before I fpoke. , 

^Rof. Nay, you were better fpeak firft, and when 
you were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might 
take occafion to kifs. Very good orators, when they 
are out, they will fpit; and for lovers lacking, God 
warn us, matter, the cleanlieft fiiift is to kifs. 

Orla. How if the kifs be denied ? 

Rqf. Then flie puts you to entreaty, and there be-* 
gins new matter. 

Orla. Who could be out, being Before his beloved 

miftrefs? 

Rqf. 
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tiof. Marry, that ihaidd you, if I were your mif- 
tcefs ; or I ihould think my honefty rsfnker than my* 
wit. 

Orla. What, of my fuit? 

JR^. Not out of your, apparel, and yet out of your 
fuit. Am not I your Rofcdind ? 

Orla. I take fome joy to fay, you are; becaufe I 
would be- talking of her. 

Rqf, Well, in her perfon, I fay, I will not have you. 

Orla, Then in mine own perfon I die. 

Rqf, No, faith, die by attorney; the poor world is 
almoft fix thoufand years old, and in all this^ time 
there was not any man died in his own perfon, vide* 
licet^ in a love-caufe: TroUus had his brains dafh'd 
out with 2i Grecian club, yet he did what he could to 
die before, and he is one of the patterns of love. 
Leander^ he would have liv'd many a fair year, tho' 
Hero had turn'd nun, if it had not been for a hot 
midfummer night; for^ good youth, he went but 
forth to waib in the Udlefpont, and, being taken with 
the cramp, was drown'd ; and the foolifb chroniclers 
of that age found it was, — Hero of Sejios, But 
thefe are all lies ; men have died from time to time, 
and worms have eaten them, but not for love. 

Orla. I would not have my right Rojalind of this 
mind; for I proteft, her frown might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a fly; but come; 
now I will be your Rpjalind in a more coming-on dif- 
pofition; and afk me what you will, I will grant it* 
: Orla. Then love me, Rojalind. 
. Rof. Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays^ and 
all. 

Orla. And wilt thou have me? 

Rof. Ay, and twenty fuch. 

Orla. What fay'H thou ? 

Rof. Are you not good? 

Orla. I hope fo. 

Rof. Why then, can one defire too much of a good 
D 6 thing? 
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thing? come, fifter, you fhall be the prieft, and 
marry us. GiVe me your hand, Orlando .- what do 
you fay. Sifter ? 

Orla. Pray thee, marry us. 
Cel, I cannot fay the words. 

jR^. You muft begin, — ^Will you, Orlando 

Cel. Go to; will you, Orlando^ have to wife this 
Rofalind? 
Or/fl. I will. 
Rqf, Ay, but when ? 

Orla. Why now, as faft as flie can marry us. 
jR^. Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind for 
wife. 

Orla. I take thee Rofalind for wife. 
Rof. I might aflc you for your commiflSon, but I 
do take thet Orlando for my hufband: there's a girl 
goes before the priefi, and certainly a woman's 
thought runs before her aflions. 

Orla* So do all thoughts ; they are wing'd. 
Rof. Now tell me, how long would you have her, 
after you have pofleft her, 
Orla. For ever and a day. 

Rof. Say a day, without the ever : no, no, Orlando^ 
men arjB April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are Maj when they are maids, but the 
Iky changes when they are wives; I will be more 
jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his 
hen; more clamorous than a parrot againft rain; 
more new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my 
delires than a monkey; I will weep for nothing, like 
Diana in the fountain; and I will do that, when you 
are difposM to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen, 
* and that when you are inclin'd to weep. 
Orla. But will ray Rofalind do fo? 
Rof. By my life, fhe will do as 1 do. 
Orla, O, but fhe is wife; 

# and that whnjfou an indindto £leep.]We fhould read, to weep. 
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Rof. Or elfe Ihe could not have the wit to do this; 
the wifer, the waywarder: make the doors faft upon 
a woman's wit, and it will out at the cafement; ihut 
that, and 'twill out at the key-hole; flop that, it will 
fly with the fmoke out at the chimney. 

Orla. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he 
might fay. Wit, whither wilt ? 

R^.Nay, you might keep that check for it, 'tiU you* 
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 

Orla, And what wit could wit have to excufe that? 

RoJ. Marry, to fay (he came to feek you there: you 
fliall never take her without her anfwer, unlefs you 
takeher without her tongue. O that woman, that can- 
not make her fault her hufband's occafion, let her 
never nurfe her child herfelf, for fhe will breed it 
like a fool? 

Orla.For thefe two hours, Rofalind^l will leave' thee. 

Rof. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orla. I muft attend the Duke at dinner; by two 
o'clock I will be with thee again. 

Ho/l Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew 
what you would prove, my friends told me as much, 
and 1 thought no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours 
won me; 'tis but one cad away, and fo come death : 
two o^th' clock is your hour ! 
Orla, Ay, fweet Rojalind, 

Rof, By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo 
God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promife, or 
come one minute behind your hour, I will think 
you the moft*atheiftical break-promife,andthe moft 
hollow lover, and the moft unworthy of her you call 
RofalinJ^ that may be chofen out the grofs band of 
the unfaithful; therefore beware my cenfure, and 
keep your promife. 

.* I will think you the moft palhetical break-promife,] Wc (hotild read, 
atheiftic^l break-proml/s. His Anfwer confirms it, that he would 
keep his Promife with no lefs Religion, M^jn-— j 

Orla. 
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Ofia. With no lefs religion, than if thou welt in- 
deed my Rofalind; fo adieu. 

Rof. Well, time is the old Juftice that examines all 
fuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu! [Exit. Orla. 

SCENE III. 

CeU ''\7 O U have fimply mifus'd our fex in your 
' JL love-prate: we muft have your doublet and 
hofe pluck'd over your head, and (hew the world 
what the bird hath done to her own nefl. 

Jl^. O coz, coz, C02, ray pretty little coz, that 
thou didft know how many fathom deep I am in 
lave; but it cannot be founded: my affeAion hath 
an unknown bottom, like the Bay oi FortugaL 

CeL O rather, bottomlefs; that as fall as you pour 
affeflionin it, it runs out. 

Rof. No, that fame wicked bafiard of FirwttJ, that 
was begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and born 
of madnefs, that blind rafcally boy,-that abufes every 
one's eyes,becaufe his own are out, let himbe judge« 
how deep I am in love ; Y\\ tell thee, Aliena^ I can* 
not be. out of the fight of Orlando; I'll go find a flia- 
dow, and figh 'till he come. 

CeL And Til fleep. [Exeunt. 

S G E N E IV. 

Enter Jaques, Lords and Forejters, i, 

Jaq. XXT H IC H is he that kilPd the deer? 
W Lord, Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke, like a Roman 
Conqueror; and it would do well to fet the deer^s 
horns upon his head, for a branch of.vi<9ory; have 
you no Song, Forefter, for this purpofe ? 

For. Yes, Sir. 

Jaq. Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in tunc, fo 
it make noife enough. 

Mufic 
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Mafic, Song. 

Whatjhall he have, that kiWd the deer 7 

His leather Jkin and horns to wear ; 

Thenjing him home : — take Thou no Stom 

To wear the horn^ the horn^ the horn: ) The reft (hall 

It was a crefi^ ere thou waji born. > ^«ar this Bur- 

Thy father's father wore it, ) ^"• 

And thy father bore it^ 

The horn, the horn, the lufty horn. 

Is not a thing to laugh tofcorn. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Rofalind and Celia. 

Rqf. T T O W fay you now, is it not paft two o'clock? 
XjL I wonder much, Orlando is not here.t 
Cel, I warrant you, with pure love and troubled 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth to fleep: look, who comes here. 

Enter Silvius. 

SiL My errand is to you, fair youth. 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 
I know not the contents ; but, as I guefs. 
By the ftern brow, and wafpifh adion 
Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it. 
It bears an angry tenour ; pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltlefs meflengtfr. 

Rof. Patience herfelf would ftartle at this letter, 
And play the fwaggerer ; bear this, bear all. 
She fays, I am not fair; that I lack manners; 
She calls me proud, and that ihe could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix: 'odds my will! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt. 
Why writes Ihe fo to me ? well, Qiepherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own^ device. 

SiL No, Iproteft, I know not the contents; 
Wube did write it. Rafi 
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Rof. Come, come, you're a fool. 
And turn'd into th' extremity of love. 
I faw her hand, (he has a leathern hand, 
A free-ftone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think, 
That her old gloves were on, but *twas her hands ; 
She has a hufwife's hand, but that's no matter; 
I fay, flie never did invent this letter ; 
This is a man's invention, and bis hand. 
SiL Sure, it is hers. 

RoJ. Why, 'tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile, 
A ftile for challengers ; why fte defies me. 
Like Turk to Chrifiian; woman's gentle brain 
Gould not drop forth fuch giant rude invention; 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effeA 
Than in their countenance;* will you hear the tetterP 

SiL So pleafe you, fori never heard it yet ; 
Vet heard too much of Phebe^s cruelty. 

Rof. Shc.Phebe*s nie; mark, how the tyrant writes* 
[Reads.] Art thou GodtoJhepherdturrCd^ 
That a maidens heai t hath bm nd? 
Can a woman rail thus ? 
Sii. Call you this railing? 
Rof. [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
Warr'Jl thou with a woman s heart ? 
Did you ever hear fuch railing? 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me^ 
That could do no vengeance to me. 
Meanin'g me, a beaft ! 

If thefcom ofyoitr bright eyne 
Have power to raifefuch love in mine, 
Alack^ in me^ what fir ange effeSt 
Would they work in mild qfpeH f 
Whiles you chid me, 1 did love\ 
How then might your prayers movet 
He, that brings this love to thee. 
Little knows this love in me; 
And by himfeal up thy mind. 
Whether that thy Youth and Kind 

Will 
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Will thefaUhJul offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 
Or elfe by him my love deny, 
And then Til Judy how to die, 

Sil, Call you this chiding? 

CeL Alas, poor fhepherd I 

Rof. Do you pity him ? no, he deferves no pify i 
wilt thou love fuch a woman ? what, to make thee 
an inftrument, and play falfe (trains upon thee? not 
to be endured I Well, go your way to her 5 (for I 
fee,, love hath macle thee a tame fnake,) and fay this 
to her; that ifjhe love me^ I charge her to love thee : if 
Jkt will not^ I will never have her^ unlefs thou entreat for 
her. If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word ; 
for here comes more company. [Exit SiL 

, S C E N E VI. 

Enter Oliver. 

Oli. /^ OOD-morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you 

\J know. 
Where, in the purlieus of this foreft, (lands 
A (heep-cote fenc'd about with olive-trees? 

CeL Weft of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom. 
The rank of ofiers, by the murmuring ftream. 
Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place ; 
But at this hour the houfe doth keep itfelf. 
There's none within. 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then (hould I know you by defcription, 
Such garments, and fuch years : the boy isfair^ 
Of female favour^ and beftows himfelf 
Like a ripe Sifter : but the woman low^ 
And browner than her brother. Are not you 
The owner of the houfe, I did enquire for? 

Cel. 
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CeL It is no boaft, beifig afk'd, to fay, we arc. 

Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both^ 
And to that youth, he calls his Rofalind^ 
He fends this bloody napkin. Are you be? 

Rof. I am; what muft we underfiand by this ? 

OIL Some of my Shame, if you will know ef me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where ' 
This handkerchief was ftain'd. 

CeL I pray you, tell it. 

OIL When laft the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promife to return again 
Within an hour ; and pacing through th^ fpr^ft, 
Chewing the food of fweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befell he threw his eye afide. 
And mark what objed did prefent itfelf. 
Under an oak, whofe boughs were mdfs'd wirh age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity; 
A wretched ragged man, o'tr-grown with hair, 
Lay fleeping on his back ; about his neck 
A green and gilded fnake fead wreath'd itfelf. 
Who with her head, nirhble in threats, approach'd 
The opening of his mouth, but fuddenly 
Seeing Orlando^ it unlink'd itfelf. 
And with indented glides did flip away 
Into a bufli ; under which bufh's ihade 
A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry. 
Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch 
When that the fleeping man ihould flir ; for 'tis 
The royal difpofition of that beaft 
To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead : 
This feen, Orlando did approach the man. 
And found it was his brother, his eldeft brother. 

CeL O, I have heard him fpeak of that fame brother. 
And he did render him the moft unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongft men. 

Oli. And well he might fo do ; 
For, well I know, be was ^unnatural. 

Rof. 
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Rqf. But, tb Orlando ; did he leave hira there, 
Food to the fuck'd and hungry lionefs ? 

OH. Twice did he turn his back, and purposed fo t 
But kindnefs, nobler ever thjin revenge. 
And nature ftronger than his juft occafion, 
Made him give battel to the lioQefs^ 
Who quickly fell before him; in which ^hurtling 
From miferable flumberl awak'd, 

CeL Are you his brother ? 

Rof. Was it you he r^fcuM ? 

CeL Was it you that did fo oft contrive tokillhim? 

OH. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I ; I dp not ftiame . 
To tell you what I was, lince my converfion 
So fweetly taftes, being the thing I am.. 

Rpf. But, for the bloody napkin? — 

Oil. By, and by. 
When from the firft to laft, betwixt u5 twci, 
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bith'd,. 
As how I came into that defart place; 
In brief, heled'me tb the gentle JOuke, 
Who gave nie frefh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love; \ 

Who led me inftantly unto his cave. 
There ftrip'd himfelf, and here upon his arm 
The Konefs had torn fome fleih away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted^ 

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rofalind. 

Brief, Irecover'd him*, bound up his woiHid; 

And, after fome fmall fpace, being ftrong at heart, 

He fent me hither, firanger as I am. 

To tell this ftory, that you might excufe 

His broken promife ; and to give this napkin, 

Dy'd in his blood, unto the (hepherd youth, 

Tnat he in fport doth call his Ro/alind. 

CeL Why, how now Ganimed, Sweet, Ganimedf 
♦ [RoL faints. 

0/f . Many will fwoon, when they do look on blood. 
* hurtling. Jkirmijhing* Mr. fbptt 

CeL 
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. Cel. There is more in it: — coufin Ganitnidf 

OIL Look, he recovers. 

Rof. Would, I were at home ! 

CiL We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

OIL Be of good ch.^r, youth; you a man? you 
lack a man's heart. 

Rqf. I do fo, I coiifefs it. Ah, Sir, a body would 
think, this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited : heigh ho !-^ 
. OIL This was not counterfeit, there is too great 
teftimouy in your complexion, that it was a psmion 
of earneft. 

Rof. Counterfeit, I aflure you. 

OIL Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit 
to be a man. 

Rof. So I do : but, V faith, I ihould have been a 
ivoman by right* 

. Cel. Come, you look pater and paler; pray you^ 
draw homewards ; good Sir, go with us. 

OIL That will I ; for I muft bear anfwer back, 
How you excufe my brother, Rofalind. 

Rof, I (hall devife fomething ; but, I pray yoa 
commend my counterfeiting to him : will you go ? 

[Exeunt. 
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The FOREST. 

Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Clown. 

WE fliall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle 
Audrey. 
Aud. Faith, the Prieft was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman's faying. 

C/0. A mofi wicked Sir Oliver^ Audrey; a moft 

vile 
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vile Mar-text I but Audrey^ there is a youth herein the 
Foreft lays claim to you. 

Atid. Ay^ I know who 'tis, he hath no intereft in 
me in the world ; here comes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Clo. It is meat and drink to me to fee a Clown ; 
by^my troth, we, that have good wits, have much 
to anlwer for : we fhall be flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Will' Good ev'n, Audrey. 

And. God ye good ev'n, William. 

WilL And good ev'n to you, Sir. 

Clo. Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, 
cover thy head ; nay, pr'y thee, be covered. How old 
are you, frjend ? 

WiU. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Clo. A ripe age : is thy name WUliam f 

Will. WUliam, Sir. 

Clo. A fair name. Waft born Tth* foreft here ? 

Will. Ay, Sir, i thank God. 

Qo. Thank God: a good anfwer: art rich? 

Will. 'Faith, Sir, fo, fo, 

Clo. So^ fo, is good, .very, good, very excellent 
good ; and yet it is not ; it is but fo, fo. Art thou 
wife? 

WilL Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Qo. Why, thou fay'ft well : I do now remedaber 
a Saying; the fool doth think he is wife^ btU the wife man 
knows himf elf to be a fool. The heathen philofopher, 
wheel he had a delire to eat a grape, would open his 
lips when he put it into his mouth ; meaning there- 
by, that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open« 
You do love this maid ? 

Will. I do. Sir. 

Cla. Give me your hand: art thou learned? 

WiU. No, Sir. 

Clo. Then learn this of me ; to have, is to have. 
For it is a figure in rhetorifc, that drink being poure'd 
out of a cup into a glafs, by filling the one doth 

empty 
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empty the other. For all your writers do cbnfent, 
that ipfe is he : now you are not ipfe ; for I am he. 

WiU. Which he. Sir ? 

Clo. He, Sir, that muft marry this woman; there- 
fore you, Clown, abandon, which is in the vulgar, 
leave the fociety, which in the boorifh, is company, 
pf this female ; which in the common, is woman ; 
which together is, abandon the fociety of this female ; 
or Clown, thou perifheft ; or, to thy better underr 
(landing, dieft; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee 
away, tranflate thy life into death, thy liberty into 
bondage ; I will deal in poifon with thee, or in 
baf^inadb, or in fteel ; I will bandy with thee in 
fadipli ; I will over-run thee with policy ; I will 
kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore tremble 
and depart. 

AudJ Do, good William. 

Will. God reft you merry, Sir. [Exit, 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Our mafter and miftrefs feek you ; come 
away, away. 

C/o.'Trip, Aiulrey\ trip., Audrey j I attend, I attend. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orla. T S'T poflible, that on fo litrie acquaintance 

X youflbould like her? that, but feeing, you 

fhouldlove her? and loving, woo ? and wooing, fhe 

(hould grant? and will you perfevere to enjoy her? 

Oli. Neither call the giddinefs ofit-in queftion, the 

poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden 

wooing, nor her fudden confenting; but fay with me, 

I I love Aliena ; fay with her, that fbe loves me ; con 

I fent with both, that we may enjoy each other ; itfli^l 

I ^ 
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be to your Good; for my father's houfe, and all the 
revenue that was old Sir Rowland's^ will I eftateupoa 
you, and here live and die a fliepherd. 

Enter Rofalind. 

Onla. You have my confent. Let your wedding 
be to-morrow ; thither will I invite the Duke;, and aU 
his contented followers : go you, and prepare ^/{'ena; 
for, look you, here comes my Rqfaiind. 

Rof. God fave you, brother. 

Oli. And you, fair fifter. 

Rof, Oh, my dear Orlando^ how it grieves .mc to 
fee thee wear thy heart in a fcarf. 

Orla. It is my arm. 

Rof. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with 
the ^claws of a lion. 

Orla* Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Jl^. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 
to fwoon, when he fliew'd me your handkerchief?. 

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Raf. O, I. know where you are: nay, 'tis true: 
there was never any thing fo fudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and.Cej/ar's thrafonical brag of, I eame, 
Jaw^ and overcame : for your brother and my filler no 
fooncr met, but they look'd; no fooner look'd, but 
they iov'd; no fooner lov'd, but .they figh'd; no 
fooner figh'd, but. they alk'd one another the reafoor; 
ao fooner knew thereafon, but they fought the re- 
medy ; and in thefe degrees have they made a ,paj;r 
of ftairs to marriage, which they nvil^ climb inconti- 
nent, or elfe be incontinent before marriage; they 
are in the very wrath of love, and they will together. 
Clubs cannot part them. 

Orla* They fhall be married to-morrow; and I 
will bid the Duke to the Nupital. But, O, how bit- 
ter a thing it is to look into happinefs through ano- 
ttejr ixian'^ eyes! by fo much the more Ihall lio-rnqr- 
row be at the height of heart-heavinefs, by how much 

I fhall 
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I fliall think my brother happy, in having what he 
vriflies for. 

Rqf. Why/ then to-morrow I cannot fcrve your 
turn for Rojalind? 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle 
talking. Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fome 
purpofe, that I know, you are a gentleman of good 
conceit, I fpeak not this, that you ihould bear a good 
opinion of my knowledge; infomuch, I fay, I know 
what you are; neither do I labour for a greater 
efteem than may in fome little meafure draw a belief 
from you to do yourfelf good, and not to grace me. 
Believe then, if you pleafe, that I can do ftrange 
things; I have, fince I was three years old, converft 
with a magician, moll profound in his Art, and yet 
not damnable. If you do love Rofalind fo near the 
heart, as your gefture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Aliena^ you fliall marry her. I know into 
what ftraights of fortune flie is driven, and it is not 
impoflible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to 
you, to fet her before your eyes to-morrow 5 human 
as fhe is, and without any danger. 

Orla. Speak'ft thou in fober meanings ? 

Ji^/l By my life, I do; * which I tender dearly^ 
tho^ I fay, I am a magician : therefore, put you on 
your beft array ; bid your friends, for if you will be 
married to-morrow, you fliall ; and to Rofalind^ H 
you will. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
hers. 

* which I Under dearly, tho* Ifay^ I am a magician:] Hence it ap- 
pears this was written in Jameses Time, when there was a ievere Itt- 
quilition after Witches and Magicians. 

«ieb€. 
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Fkebe. Youth, you have done me much ungemle- 
nefs. 
To fhew the letter that I writ to you. 

Rqf, I care not, if I have : it is my ftudy 
To feem defpightful and ungentle to you : 
You are there foUow'd by a faithful mepherd; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worlhips you. 

Phe. Good fliephcrd, tell this youth what 'tis to 
love. 

SiL It is 'to be made all of fighs and tears. 
And fo am I for Fhebe. 

Phe, And I for Ganimed. 

Orh. And I for Rofalind. 

Hof. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to b^ made all of fi^th and fervicc ; 
And fo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganimed. 

Orla. And I for Rqfalind. 

Rof. And I for no woman. 

S^l. It is to be all made of faqtafy^ i 

All made of paflipn, and all made of wilhes, 
All adoration, duty and obfiprv^nce. 
All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience. 
All purity, all trial/ all obfcrvance; 
And fo am I for Phebe. 

PJ^e. And fo am I for Ganimed, 

Orla, And fo am I for Rofalind. 

Rof. And £(x am I for no woman. 

Phei Jf this be fo, wl^y blame you me to love you? 

[To Kof. 

Sil. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

[To Phe. 

Orla, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 

Rof. Who do you fpeak to, why blame you me to 
love you? 

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear? 

Rof. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howl- 
ing of Irifli Wolves againft the moon ; I will help you 

Vol. III. E if 
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if I can ; I would love you, if I cottld : to-mbfrow 
meet me all together ; I will marry you, if ever I 
marry woman, and Fll he married to-m'orrow ; [To 
Phebe.] I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisFy'd man, 
and you fliall be married to-morrow ; [To Orf.] I will 
content you, if, what pleafes you, contents'you; and 
you fliall be married to-jnorrow. [Tp Sil.J As yoti 
love Rofalind, meet; k^ fcfa love Ffiebe^T^eet/^ and as 
I love no woman, Fll meet. So fare you well ; I 
have left you commands. 
Sil. Ill not fail, if I live. 

Fhe. Nor I. ^ • - 

Orla. Nor I. ' ' \ |' [E^*^ni. 

Enter Clown and Audrey; 

Clo. nnO-morrow is the joyful day,' Audrey.- to- 

X morrow will we be iriarried. ' ' 

Aud, I dcTdefirc ii with all my heart { and,'! hbpe, 

it is nodifhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman of the 

world. Here conic two of the barlifti'd Duke'fe pages. 

Enter two pages. , 

1 Fage. Well met, honeft gentleman. 

Clo. By my troth, well met: come^ fit, 'fit, ahd a 
Song. ■' '■' " -\ '^^ 

2 Page.^ We arfe for you, fit i'th^mWdie. ■ ' • 

' iTagev Sh^U we dajp' iHto't Roundly, ^^ithiut 
hawking, or fpitting, or laying we are hoarfe, which 
are tlie only prologues to a bad voice ? ' • 

ff Page, rfaith, i'faith, and both in a tune, like 
two Gypfics on fei horfe. 

SONG. ; ^ I 
ItiaUf'alcrutrand'huhfs,' j':--.''1 .v-i'> 

With!a hey^andaho^and a he^nohintr/ 
that o'trhhe green corn'jUid^iidpdfi • - 2 a 

" > - ' In 
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In thefpring time ; ^e pretty fpringiime^ . 
When birds dofmg^ hey ding a ding, ding, 
Sweet lovers love thefpring. 

. And therefore take the prefent time^ : . , 

With a hey^ and a ho ^ and a hey no^inp; \ , - f 
For love is crowned with fhe prime, . i ! : - , ( 
In thefpring timeline, • . i .• '1 

Between the acres of the rye, 

With a hey\ and a ho^ arid a hey nbiiino^ - 
Thefe pretty countryfolks would lie, 

Inthefpr\ngtinu;Uc. !* ' / ' 

• The Carrol they began that hour^ 

With ahey^ and a ho,'smda heynonino^ . r'l 
Hoti) that a life vms but afiowir, ' ' i J 

In thefpring time^ &:c. ' .' 

Clo. Truly, young gentleman, chough there wasmo 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un- 
timcable. ' » 

I Fage. You are deceived, Sir, we kept time, we 
loft not our time. 

Clo. By my troth, yes : I count it but time lofi to 
hear fuch a foolifti Song. God b w'y you^ and God 
mend your voices. - Gome, Audr^ey. [Exeunt* 

S C E N E\ V. • 

Changes to another Tart of the Fqrefi, 

Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
and Celia. .. j • 

Duke. Sen, TTvOST thou believe, Orlando^ that the 

JJ boy 
Can do all this that be hath promifed ? 

Orla, I fotnetimes do believe, and fometimes do 
not; 

£ s As 
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* As thofe that fear their hap, and know their fear. 

Enttr Rofolind, Silvius atul Phebe. 
JR^. Patience once more, whiles our compad is 
urg'd : 
You fay, if I bring in your Rofaltnd^ [to the Duke. 
You will beftow her on Orlando here ? 

Duke Sen, That would I, had I Kingdoms to give 

with her. 
Rof. And you fay, you will have her when I bring 
her ? [to Orlando. 

Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King. 
Rof. You fay, you'll marry me, if I be willing. 

[to Phebe. 
Re. That will I, (hould I die the hour after. 
Rof. But if you do refufe to marry me. 
You'll give yourfelf to this moil faithful Ihepherd. 
Phe. So is the bargain. 

Rof. You fay, that you'll have Hebe, if (he will ? 

[to Silvius. 
Sil. Tho* to have her and death were both one 

thing. 
Rof. I've promis'd to make all this matter even ; 
Keep you your word,*0 Duke, to give your daughter; 
You yours, Orlando^ to receive his daughter : 
Keep your word, Pkebe^ that you'll marry me. 
Or elfe, refufing me, to wed this (hepherd. 
Keep your word, Silvias^ that you'll marry her, 
If (he refufe me ; and from hence I go 
To make thefe doubts all even. [ExeuntRoL and Celia. 

Duke Sen, I do remember in this fliepherd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour. 
Orla. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him, 

« As thoji that Jtar they hope, ana know they fiar.^ This ftrange 
Nonfenfe fliould be read thus, * 

As thoft thaifiar their hap, and know their /wr. 
i. c. As thofe who fear the Iflue of a Thing when they know their 
Fear to be well grouodcd. 

Me- 
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Methought, he was a brother to your daughter; 
But, my good Lord, this boy is foreft-bom. 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle ; 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 
Obfcured in the circle of this foreft. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Jaq. 'THHERE is, fure, another flood toward, and 
X thefe couples are coming to the Ark. *Here 
come a pair of unclean beads, which in all tongues 
are calFd fools. 

Clo, Salutation, and greeting, to you all ! 

Jaq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have fo often 
met in the foreft: he hath been a Courtier, he fwears. 

Clo, If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 
purgation. I have trod a meafure; I have flatter'd 
a lady ; I have been politic with my friend, fmooth 
with mine enemy ; I have undone three taylors ; I 
have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one* 

Jaq. And how was That ta'en up ? 

Clo. 'Faith, we met; and found, the quarrel was 
upon the feventh caule. 

Jaq. How the feventh caufe ? ■ good my lord, 
like this fellow. 

Duke Sen. I like him very well. 

Go. God'ild you. Sir, I defire of you the like : 
I prefs in here, Sir, amongft the reft of the country 
copulatives, to fwear, and to forfwear, according as 

* Htrt come a pair of very ftrange bia/b, 8cc.] What! Jrangt 
Bcafii ? And yet fuch as have a Name in all Languages? AbdA*s Ark 
is here alluded to ; into which the clean Beafts entered by fettens^ and 
the unclean by iwo^ Male and Female. It is plain then that Shake' 
Jfear wrote, hire come a Fair of unclean Beijls, which is highly hu- 
mourous. 

E 3 marriage. 
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marriage binds, and blood breaks : a poor virgin. 
Sir, an ill-favour d thing, Sir, but mine own ; a 
poor humour of mine. Sir, to take That that no man 
clfe will. Rich honefly dwells like a mifer. Sir, in 
a poor houfe; as your pearl, in your foul oyfter. 

Duke Sen, By my faith, he is very fwift and fen« 
tentious. 

Clo, According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and fuch 
dulcet difeafes. 

Jaq. But, for the feveiith caufe; how did you find 
the quarrel on the feventh caufe ? 

Go. Upon a lie feven times removed ; (bear your 
body more feeming, Audrey) as thus. Sir ; I did dif- 
like the cut of a certain Courtier's beard; he fent 
me word^ if I faid his. beard was not cut well, he was 
in the mind it was. This is call'd the Retort courte^ 
ous. If I fent him word again, it was not well cut, 
he would fend me word, he cut it to pleafe himfelf. 
This is caird the Quip modejl. If again, it was not 
well cut, he difabied my judgment. This is call'd 
the Repfy churlj/h. If again, it was not well cut, he 
would anfwer, I fpake not true. This is call'd the 
Reproof vaiiant. If again, it was not well cut, he 
would fay, I lie. This is call'd the Counter-check quar- 
relfome ; and fo, the Lie circumjlantial^ and the Lie di- 
red. 

. '. Jaq. And how oft 'did you fay, his beard was not 
well cut ? 

Clo. I durft go no further than the Lie circum- 
Jlcmtial; nor he durft not give me the Lie dired, and 
fo we meafur'd fwords and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of the Lie ? 

Clo. O, Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ; as 
you have books for good manners. 1 will name you 
the degrees. The firft, the Retort courteous ; the 
fecond, the Qiup modeft; the third, the Reply chur- 
lifli; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the filth, the 

Coun- 
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Counter-check quarrclfome ; the fixth, the Lie with 
circumftance ; the fcventh, the Lie dired. All thefe 
you may avoid, but the Lie direfi ; and you may 
avoid that too, with an If. I knew, when feven 
Juftices could not take up a quarrel; but when the 
parties were met themfelyes, one of them thought 
but of an If; as, if you faid fo, then I faid fo; and 
they (hook hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is 
the only peace-maker; much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's good 
at any thing, and yet a fpol. 

Duke Sen, He ules his folly like a ftalking-horfe, 
and under the prefentation of that he ihoots his wit, 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Hymen^ Rofalind in woman's clothes^ and Celia. 

Still Muslc. 

Hym. nr*HEN is there, mirth in heav^n^ 
-^ When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good Duke^ receive thy daughter^ 
Hymen from heaven brought her^ 

Yea, brought her hither : 
That thou mighfjt join her hand with his, 
Whqfe heart within his bofom is, 

Rqf, To you I give myfelf ; fpr I am yours. 

[To the Duke. 

To you I give myfelf; for I am yours. [To Orlando. 

Duke Sen. If there be truth in fight, yo\t are my 

Daughter. 
Orla, If there be truth in fight, you are my Rofalind, 
Phe. If fight and fhape be true. 
Why, then my love adieu ! 

Rof. rU have no father, if you be not he ; 
rU have no hufband, if you oe not he ; 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not flie. 

E 4 Hym. 
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Hyrrin Peace, hoa ! I bar confuiion : 
^Tis I muft make conclufion 

Of thefe moft ftrange events : 
Here^s eight that muft take hands. 
To join in Hymens bands. 

If truth holds true contents. 
You and you no Crofs fhall part ; 
You and you are heart in heart ; 
You to his love muft accord, 
Or have a woman to your lord. 
You and you are fure together. 
As the winter to foul weather : 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we fing, 
Feed yourfelves with queftioning :. 
That reafon wonder may diminifh. 
How thus we meet, and thefe things finiOi. 

g O N G. 

Wedding is great ]un6*s Crawn^ 

hl^ed bond of board and bed I 
*Tis Hymen peoples every tourn^ 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high honour and renown 
To Hymen, God of every town ! 

Duke Sen, O my dear niece, welcome thou art to 
me, 
Ev'n daughter-welcome, in no lefs degree. 

Phe. I will hot eat my word, now thou art nUne; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Jaques dc Boys. 
Jaq, de B. T £T me have audience for a word or 

JLjl two: 
I am the fecond fon of old Sir Rowland^ 

That 
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, That bring thefe tidings to this fair aflembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing, how that every day 
Men of great worth reforted to this forelL, 
Addrefs'd a mighty power, which were on foot 
In his own condua purpofely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the fword: 
And to the fkirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old religious man. 
After fome queftion with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world; 
His Crown bequeatning to his banifliM brother. 
And all their lands reilor'd to them again, 
That were with him exiFd. This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke Sen* Welcojne, young man : 
Thou offer'ft fairly'to thy brother's wedding; 
To one, his lands with-held ; and to the other, 
A land itfelf at large, a potent Dukedom. 
Firfi, in this foreft, let us do thofe ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number. 
That have endur'd flirewd days and nights with us. 
Shall ihare the good of our returned fortune. 
According to the meafure of their ftates. 
Mean time, forget this new-falfn dignity. 
And fall into our ruftic revelry : 
Play, mufic ; and you brides and bridegrooms all. 
With meafure heaped in joy, to th' meafures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience: if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into negleft the pompous Court. 

Jaq. de B. He hath. 

jffl^. To him will I : out of thefe convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd. 
You to your former Honour I bequeath, {to Ihe Duke. 
Your patience and your virtue well defcive it: 
You to a love, that your true faith doth merit; 

[to Orla. 
E 5 You 
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You to yourknd, and love, and great allies; 

[To OH. 
You to a long and well deferved bed ; [To Silv. 

And you to wrangling ; for thy loving voyige 

[To the Cl&wn, 
Is but for two months viftual'd : fo to your pleafures: 
I am for other than for dancing meafures. 
Duke Sen. Stay, Jaques^ ftay. 

Jaq. To fee no paftime, I : what you would have, 
I'll ftay to know at your abandoned Cave. [Exit, 
Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed; we will begin thefe 
rites ; 
As, we do truft they'll end, in true delights. 

EPILOGUE. 

Rof. It is not the faftiion to fee the lady the Epi- 
logue; but it is no more unhandfome, than to fee 
the lord the Prologue. If it be true, that good wine 
needs no hujh^ 'tis true, that a good Play needs no Epi- 
logue. Yet to good wine they do ufe good buflies ; 
and good Plays prove the better by the help of good 
Epilogues. What a cafe am I in then, that am neither 
a good Epilogue, nor can infinuate with you in the 
behalf of a good Play ? I am not furnifli'd like a 
beggar ; therefore to beg will not become me. My 
way is to conjure you, and I'll begin with the women. 
I charge you, O women, for the love you bear to men, 
to like us much of this Play as pleafes them : and I 
charge you. Omen, for the love you bear to women, 
(as 1 perceive by your fimpring, none of you hate 
them) to like as much as pleafes them : that between 
you and the v/omen, the Play may pleafe. If I were 
a woman, I would kifs as many of you as had beards 
that pleas'd me, complexions that lik'd me, and 
breaths that I defy'd not : and, I am fure, as many 
as have good beards, or good faces, or fweet breaths, 
•will for my kind offer, when I make curt'fy, bid me 
far^wel. [Exeunt omnes. 

THE 
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Charad;ers in the Indudion. 

AZorrf, hefcre whom the Fiaj isfuppoid to be play' d. 
ChriAopber Sly, a drunken Tinker. 
Hqftefs. 

Page, Players^ Hunt/men^ and other Servants attending on 
the Lord. 

Dramatis Perfonae. 

Baptifta, Father to Catharina and Bianca ; very rich. 
Vincentio, an old gentleman vf Pifa, 
Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 
Petruchio, a gentleman of Yerom, a fuitor to Catha- 
rina. 
Gremio, 
Hortenfio, 
Tranio, 
Biondello, 

Grumio^ Servant to Petruchio. 
Pedant, an old fellow fet up to perfonate Vincejitio. 



Pretenders to Bianca. 
Servants to Lucentio* 



Catharina, the Shrew. 
Bianca, her Sijler. 
Widow. 

Taylor^ Haberdajhers; with Servants attending on 
Baptifta and Petruchio. 

SCENE, fometimes in Padua ; andfometimes in Petni- 
chioV Houfe in the Country. 
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SCENE I. 

Before an Akhoujc on a Heaths 

Enter Hoftefs and Sly. 

Sly. 



T'LL pheezc you, in faith. 



Hqlt^ A pair of ftocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Y'are a baggage ; the Sites are no rogues. Look 
in the Chropttles^ we came in with Richard Conqueror ; 
therefore. * paucus pallabris; let the world Aide : Seffa. 

Hoji. You will not pay for the glaflcs you have 
burft. 

Sly. No, not a deniere : Go by, S.Jeronimo — go to 
thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

HoJi. I know my remedy ; I mufl go fetch the 
•Third-borough. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anfwer 
him by law; I'll not budge an inch, boy; let him 
come, and kindly. [Falls ajleep. 

* pducus palUbris ;] Meamag focus paUhras, Spani£h,/ra; tvords. 

Mr. thnbald. 

SCENE 



go I'he Tfitnittg of 'the Shrew. 

SCENE II. 

Wind horns. Enter a Lard from huntings with a Train* 
Lord. TTUNTSMAN, I charge thee, tender 

XJL well my hounds ; 

Leech Merriman, the poor cur is imboft ; 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth' d Brach. 
Saw'ft thou not, boy, ht>w Silver mzde it good 
At the hedge-corner in the coldeft fault? 
I would not lofe the dog for twenty pound. 

Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord ; 
He cried upon it at the mereft lofs. 
And twice to day pick'd out the duUeft fcent: 
Trufl mc, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; iiEcho were as fleet, 
I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch. 
But fup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord.WhdLt's here ? one dead, or drunk ? fee, doth 
he breathe ? 

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not 
warm'd with ale. 
This were a bed but cold, to fleep fo foundly. 

Lord. O monftrous beaft ! how like a fwine he lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thy image ! 
Sirs, I will praftife on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were conveyed to bed. 
Wrapt in fweet clothes ; rings put upon his fingers; 
A moft delicious banquet by his bed. 
And brave attendants near him, when he wakes; 
Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ? 

1 Hun. Believe mc. Lord, I think he cannot chufe. 

2 Hun. It would feem ftrange unto him, when he 

wak'd. 
Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthlefs 
fancy. 

Then 
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Then take him up, and manage well the jeft : 

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wantoii pi£lures ; 

Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters. 

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet. 

Procure me mufic ready, when he wakes. 

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found ; 

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight. 

And with a low fubmiflive reverence 

Say, what is it your honour will command? 

Let one attend him with a filver bafon 

Full of Rofc-water, and beftrew'd with flowers ; 

Another bear the ewer ; a third a diaper ; 

And fay, wilt pleafe your lordfliipcool your hands? 

Some one be ready with a coftly fuit, 

And alk him what apparel he will wear; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horfe. 

And that his Lady mourns at his difeafe ; 

Perfuade him, that he hath been lunatic. 

And when he fays he is, fay, that he dreams ; 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs: 
It will be paftime pafling excellent, 
If it be hufbanded with modefty. 

1 Hun, My Lord, I warrant you, we'll play our 
part. 
As he fhall think, by our true diligence. 
He is no lefs than what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him ; 
And each one to his OiEce, when he wakes. 

[Some hear out Sly. Sound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go fee what trumpet is that founds. 
Belike, fome noble gentleman that means, [£x.6m;an^ 
Travelling fome journey, to repofe him here. 



SCENE 



gt Th Timing of the Shrew. 

S C EN E III. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Mow now ? who IS it ? 

Set, An't pleafc your Honour, Players 
That offer fervice to your lordfhip. 

Lord. Bid them come near: 

Enta Players. 

Now, Fellows, you are welcome. 

Flay. We thank your Honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to ftay with mc to night ? 

s Play. So pleafe your Lordlhip to accept our duty. 

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember. 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeft fon : 
'Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo well : 
I have forgot your name ; but, fure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally performed. 

Sim. I think, 'twas Soto that your Honour means. 

Lord. 'Tis very true ; thou didft it excellent : 
- Well, you are come to me in happy time. 
The rather for I have fome fport in hand. 
Wherein your cunning can aflifl me much. 
There is a Lord will hear you play to-night ; 
But I am doubtful of your modelties. 
Left, over-eying of his odd Behaviour, 
(For yet hiS honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into fome merry Paffion, 
And fo offend him : for I tell you. Sirs, 
If you (hould fmile, he grows impatient. 

Play. Fear not, my lord, we can contain ourfelves; 
Where he the verieft antic in the world. 

2 Play, [to the other.] Go get a dilhclout tp make 
clean your flioes, and I'll fpeak for the properties. 

[ExU Player. 
My lord, we muft have a ihoulder of mutton for a 
property, and a little Vinegar to make our devil 
roar. Lord» 



The Taming ofHhe Shrew; - 93 

Lord, Go, lirrah, take them to the buttery. 
And give them friendly welcome, every one: 
Let them want nothing that the houfe affords. 

[Exit one with the Flayers. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page. 
And fee him dreft in all fuits like a lady. 
That done, condud him to th« drunkard's chamber. 
And call him Madam, do him ail obeifance, 
Tell him from me (as he will win my love) 
He bear himfelf with honourable afition, 
Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies 
Unto their Lords, by them accomplifhed ; 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do. 
With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefy; 
And fay ; what is't your Honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife. 
May Ihew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracements, tempting kifles, 
And with declining head into his bofom, 
Bid him (bed tears, as being over-joy'd 
To fee her noble lord reftor .d to health. 
Who for twice feven years hath efteem'd himfelf 
No better than a poor and loathfome beggar: 
And if the boy have not a woman's gift 
To rain a fhowerof commanded tears. 
An Onion will do well for fuch a Ihift; 
Which in a Napkin being clofe convey M, 
Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye. 
See this difpatch'd, with all the hafte thou canft; 
Anon I'll give thee more inftrudions. [Exit Servant. 
I know the boy will well ufurp the grace. 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman. 
I long to hear him call the drunkard, hufband; 
And how my men will Hay themfelves from laughter. 
When they do homage to this fimple peafant ; 
Til iu to counfel them: haply, my prefencc 
^ay well abate the overmerry fpleen ; 
Which oihcrwife will go into extremes, [Exit 'Lord. 

SCENE 
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s c'e n'e iv. 

Changes to a Bedchamber in the LorcTs Houfe. 

Enter Sly with Attendants^ Jbme with app^rel^ bafon and 
ewer^ and other appurtenances. Re-mtcr Lord^ . 

Sly. Tj^OR God's fake, a pot of fmall ale. 

A 1 Serv, Will't pleafe your lordftiip drink a 
cup of fack ? 

« Serv, Will't pleafe your Honour tafte of thcfc 
Conferves ? 

3 Serv. What raiment will your Honour wear to 
day ? 

Sly. I am Chrijlopher Sly^ call not me Honour, not 
lordfliip: I ne'er drank fack in my life: and if you 
give me any Conferves, give me Conferves of beef: 
neVr aflc me what raiment Fll wear, for I have no 
more doublets than backs, no more fiockings than 
legs, nor no more (hoes than feet; nay, fomctimes, 
more feet than flioes ; or fuch fhoes as my toes look 
through the over-leather. 

Lord.He2iv'n ceafe this idle humour in your Honour I 
Oh, that a mighty man of fuch defcent, 
Of fuch pofleffions, and fo high efteem, 
Should be infufed with fo foul a fpirit! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? am not I 
Chrijtophero Styloid Sly's Son of Btr ton- heath, by birth 
a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranfmuta- 
tion a bearherd, and now by prefent profeflion a tin- 
ker? a(k Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot^ 
ifflie know me not; iffhefay, I am not fourteen 

f)ence on the fcore for ftieer ale, fcore me up for the 
ying'ft knave in Chriftendora. What, I am not 

beftraught: here's 

I Man. Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 
8 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your fervants 
droop. 

lorrf. 
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Lord. Hence comfisit, that your kindred fhun your 
houfe, 
As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy. 
Oh, noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth. 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifliment. 
And banifh hence thefe abjeft lowly dreams. 
Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee; 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have mufic? hark, Apollo plays; [Mufic. 
And twenty caged nightingales do fing. 
Or wilt thou fleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and fweeter than the luftful bed ^ 

On purpofe trimm'd up for Semiramis, 
Say, thou wilt walk, we will beftrow the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride? thy horfes (hall be trapp'd. 
Their harnefs ftudded all with gold and pearl. 
Doft thou love hawking ? thou haft hawks, will foar 
Above the rooming lark. Or wilt thou hunt ? 
Thy hounds fliall make the welkin anfwer them, ' 
And fetch flirill echoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Man. Say, thou wilt courfe, thy greyhounds are 

as fwift 
As breathed flags ; ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Man, Doft thou love piftures? we will fetch thee 
Adonis^ painted by a running brook ; [ftraight 
And Citherea all in fedges hid; 

Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind^ 

Lord, We'll fliew thee lo, as flie was a maid, 
And. how fhe was beguiled and furpris'd, . 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Man, Or Daphne roaming tliro^ugh a thorny wood. 
Scratching her legs, that one ihall fwear ftie bleeds: 
And at that fight Ihall fad Apollo weep: 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou haft a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age, 

I Man, 
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I Man. And 'till the tears, that £he hath (bed for 
thee. 
Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireft creature in the world, 
And yet flie is inferior to none. 

Sly* Am I a Lord, and have I fuch a Lady? 
Or do I dream? or have I dreamM 'till now ? 
I do not fleep; I fee, I hear,l fpeak; 
I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things : 
Upon my life, I am a Lord, indeed ; 
And not a Tinker, nor Chriftophero Sly. 
. Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight. 
And once again, a pot o' th' fmalleflale. 

« Man, Will't pleafe your Mightinefs to wafli your 
hands ? 
Oh, how we joy to fee your wits rellor'd! 
Oh, that once more you knew but what you are ! 
Thefe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or, when you wak'd, fo wakM as if you flept. 

Sly. Thefe fifteen years i by ray fay, a goodly nap: 
But did I never fpeak of all that time? 

1 Man. Oh, yes, my Lord, but very idle words. 
For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of door. 
And raii'd upon the Hoftefs of-the houfe ; 
And fay, you would prcfent her at the Leet, 
Becaufe flie bought flone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts : 
Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Hacket» 

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe. 

3 Man. Why, Sir, you know no houfe ; nor no 
fuch maid; 
Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up ; 
As Stephen Sly^ and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Feter Turf smd Henry Pimpernell^ 
And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever faw. 

Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 

All. 
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AIL Anun 

Sly. By th' Mafs, I think I am a Lord indeed. 
What IS thy name? 

Man. ^in^^n't pleafe your Honour. 

Sly, Sim f that's as much as to fay, Simeon or Si- 
awn y put forth thy hand and fill the pot. 

[Thefervanigiv€S him drink, 

S G E N E V, 

Enter Lady, with Attendants. 

I thank thee ; thou (halt not lofe by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord ? 

5/^. Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enough. 
Where's my wife? 

Lady» -Here, noble Lord, what is thy will with her? 

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me huf- 
band ?. My men fhould call me lord, I am your good 
'man. 

Lady . My hufband and my lord, my Lord and 
hufband ; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sly. I know it well: what muft I call her? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Alee madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo lords call ladies. 

Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. 5im, drink to her. 
Madam wife, they fay, that I have dream'd, andflept 
above fome fifteen years and more. 

Lady. Ay, and the time feems thirty tin to mc. 
Being all this time abandoned from your bed. 

Sly. 'Tismuch. Servants, leave me and her alone :« 
Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed. Sim, 
drink to her. 

Lady. Thrice-noble Lord, let me entreat of you. 
To pardon me yet for a night or two: 
Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet; 

For 
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For your Phyficiatis have exprefly charg'd. 
In peril to incur your former malady. 
That I (hould yet abfent jne from your bed; 
I hope, this reafon ftands for my excufe. 

Sly. Ay, it ftands fo, that I may hardly tarry fo 
long; but I would be loath to fall into my dream 
again: I will therefore ta'rry in defpight of the flelh 
. and the' blood. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Me/f. '\7 OU'R. -Honour's Players, hearing your 

X amendment, 

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy; 
For fo your doftors hold it very meet. 
Seeing too much fadnefshath congeaPd your blood; 
And melancholy is the nurfe of frenzy. 
Therefore, they thought it good you hear a pUy, 
And frarpe your mind to mirth and ptierriment ; 
Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly. Marry, I will ; let them pUy ; is it not a Com- 
modity ? a Chrijlmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ? 

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more plcafing fluff. 

Sly. What, hcxufliold fluff? . , 
, iadjy.fltia a.kindof hiftory'. 

. ^S/y. WeH, we'll fee't: conae, Madam wife, fit by 
my ude, and let the world: .flip, we fliall ne'er be 
younger. 
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ACT I. S C E N E I. 

,, , ^^uct'mVA.p\}A. ... 
Flouri/h, Enter Luccptio a(tyd Trauio. 

LuCENTlO. 

*T^il A NI 0, fince for the great defire I fcad 

-^ To fee fair 'Farfufl; nurfery of arts,' •' 

1 2tm arr'ivM from fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleafant garden of great' jfta/)^; ^ 

And, by my fath'er'is l6ve arid leave, am arm'd 

With his good- will, and 'tty good company: 

Moft trufty fervaht, well appfovM Jn all. 

Here let us breathe, and haply inftitute 

Acourfe of leat^lng, and iiigeniou's ftudie«r 

Pifa^ renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my Being; and. my father lirft, 

A merchant of great traffic tKrougn the world: 

Finc^^w's^com^.of the Bentivpliiy 

vincentio his fon, brought up in Florence^ ' 

It mall become to ferve all' Hopes conceived,* 

To de'ck'his for^tine with his virtuous deeds: 

And therefore, Tranio^ for the time 1- ftudy, ' 

To Virtue atid'th^at part ofphilofopby '» i • ' 

Will I'stpply,'ttiat'treats'of happinefs ? J . . 

By virtue fpeciaily to be^atdhievM; 

Tell me thy mind, for I have P^left, 

u. .1..J.*: And 
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And am to Fadua come, as he that leaves 
A fliallow plafli to plunge him in the deep. 
And with latiety feeks to quench his thirft. 

Tra, Me pardonato^ gentle mafler mine, 
I am in all aife&ed as yourfelf : 
Glad, that you thus continue your refolve. 
To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy : 
Only, good mafler, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral difcipline. 
Let's be no Stoics, nor no flocks, I pray; 
Or, fo devote to ArifiotU's checks. 
As Ovid be an Outcaft quite abjur'd. 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have. 
And praflife rhetoric in your common talk; 

Mulic and Poefy ufe to quicken you ; • 
• The Mathematics, and the Metaphyfics, 

Fall to them, as you find your flomach ferves you i 

No profit grows, where is no pleafure ta'en ; 

In brief. Sir, ftudy what yoti mofl; affefl;. 

LtLC. Gramercies, Tranio^, well doft thou adyife; 

If, Biondello^ thou wert come alhosre, . 

We could at once put us in readinefs ; 

And take a lodging fit to entertain 

Such friends., as lime in Fadua fliall beget. 

But flay a while, what company is this ? 

Tra, MA'ftei', fome ftiow to wclcpmc us to town. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Baptifta with Catharina ^xn(i Bianca, Gremio 
and Hortenfio. Lucent io and Ttzmo Jiand hy^^ 

Bfl/?. /T^ENTLEMEN Boxh, importune me no 

VT . farther, 
For how I firmly amtefolv'd, you knovy; 
That is, not to beflow my youngeft Daughter,, 
Before I have a hufband for the elder ; . 
If either of you both love Catharina^ 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe I know you well, and love you well. 
Leave (hall you have to court her at your pleafure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. — She's too rough forme: 
There, there, Hartenfio^ will you any wife ? 

Cath. I pray you, Sir, is it your will 
To make a Stale of me amongft thefe mates ? 

Hor. Mates, maid, how mean you that ? no mate§ 
for you ; 
Unlefs you were of gentler, milder, mould. 

Cath, Ffeith, Sir, you fhall never need to fear, 
I wis, it is not half way to her heart : 
But if it were, doubt not, her care (hall be 
To comb your noddle with a three-leggM ftool. 
And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool. 

Har. From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us« 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. 
: Tra. Hufh, mafter, here's fome good paftime 

toward; ") 

That wench is ftark mad*, or wonderful fro- j 
ward. I 

Luc. But in the other's filence I do fee I ^ . 
Maid's mild behaviour and fobriety. f J* ' 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well faid, mafter ; mum ! and gaze 

your filL J 

Bap. Gentlernen, that Lmay foon make. good 
What I have faid, Bianca^ get you in ; 
And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca; 
¥oT I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl. 

Cath. A pretty Peat! it is bed put finger in the. 
eye, an (he knew why. 

Bian. Sifter, content you in my difcontent. 
Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubfcribe: 
My books and inftruments (hall be my company^ 
On them to look, and pradife bv myfelf, 
, Luc* Harkr yVanw, thoumay'ft hear Min/rt^a fpeak. 

[qfide. 
Hor. Signior Baptijla^ will you be fo flrange ? 
Vi)L. IIL F Sorry 
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Sorry am I^ that our good will cffeds 
Blanco's grief. 

Gre. \Vhy will you mew her up, 
Signior Bapttfta^ for this fiend of helU 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

Bap, Gentlemen^ content y^; I am refolv'd : 

Go in, Bianca.^ [£xi| Bianca. 

And for I know, (he taketh mod delight 

In mufic, infiruments, and poetry ; 

School-mafters will I keep within my hoofe, 

Fit to inftrufl her youib. If you, Hortenfid 

Or Signior Gnmio^ you, know any fuch, 

Prefer them hither : for to cunning men 

I will be very kind v and liberal 

To mine own children, in good bringing up; 

And fo farewel : Catharina^ you may ftay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca, [Es{ii. 

Cath. Why, and, I truft, I may go too^ may 1 not ? 
what, diall I be appointed hours^ as tho\ belike, I 
knew n^ot what to take, and what to leave? ha I 

[Exit. 

SCENE IIL 

Gre. 'XT O U nuay' go to the devil's dam : your gifts 
JL are fo good, here is none will hold you. 
Our love is not fo great, tiortenfio, but we may blow 
our nails together, and fail it fairly out. Our cake^» 
dow on both fides*. .Farewel; yet for the love 1 
bear my fweet Bianca^ if i can bv any means light 
on a fit man to teach her That wnerein ihe delights, 
I will wifh him to her Father. 

Hor. So will I, Signior Grrrtw.- but a word, I pray; 
tho' the nature of our quarrel neveryet brook'd Pirlc^ 
know now, upon advice^ it toucheth us Botb^ that 
we may yet again have accefs to our fair Miftrefi, and 
be happy livals iti Biaruia\ love, to labour and efie^ 
one thing Specially. 

Gu. What's that, I ptay? 

Hot. 
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Hor. Marry, Sir, to get a hufband for her fifter. 

Gre. Ahuibaiid! i devil. 

Hor. I fay, a huiband. 

Gre. I fay, a devih Think'*ft thou, Hottenfid, tho* 
her father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to 
be married to hell ? 

Hot. Tufb, Gremia ,' tho' it pafs your patience aiid 
mine to endure her loud alarms, why, inan, there be. 
good fellows iti the world, an a tnan could light on^ 
them, would take her with all her fauhs, and money 
enough, 

Gre. Icatitiot tell; but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, to be whip'd at the high-croft 
every morning. 

Hor, 'Faith, as you fay, there's a fmall choice in 
rotten apples : but, come, finct this bar in law makes 
us frietlds, it fhall be fo far fotth friendly maintained, 
'till by helping Baptijitis eldeft daughter to a huf- 
band, we fet his youngeft fr6e for a hufband, and 
then have to't afrefli. Sweet Bianca! happy man be 
his dole ! he that runs fafleft gets the ting ; how fay 
you, Signidr Gref/MO? 

Gre. I am agreed; and would I had given him the 
beft horfe in Tddua to begin his wooing, that would 
throughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid 
the houfe of heri Come on. 

[E^iiuiU Gremiq and Hortenlio. 

S C E N E IV. 

Marnnt Tizmo^ and Lucentio. 

Tra» y Ptay, Sir, tell me, Is it poffible 

JL That love Diould on a fudden take fuch hold ? 
Luc. Oh, Tfanlo, 'till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poffible or likely. 
But fee, while idly I flood looking on, 
I found th' effefl: of Love in idienefs : 
And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee, 

F« CThat 
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(That art to me as fecret, and as dear, ' 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was ; ) 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perilh, Tranio^ 
If I atchieve not this young modeft girl : 
Counfel me, Tranio^ for, I know, thou canft ; 
Aflift me, Tranio, for, I know, thou wilt. 

Tra. Mailer, it is no time to chide you now ; 
Affedion is not rated from the heart. 
If Love hath toiFd you^ nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 

Luc* Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contedts ; 
The reft will comfort, for thy counfePs found. 

Tra. Mafter, you look'd lo longly on the maid. 
Perhaps, you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

Luc. O yes, I faw fwcet Beauty in her face ; 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 
That made great 'Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ftrand. 

Tra. Saw you no more ? marked you not, how her 
Cfter 
Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a dorm. 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luc. Tranio^ I faw her coral lips to move. 
And with her breath flic did perfume the air; 
Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. — — 

Tra. Nay, then 'tis time toftirhim from his trance: 
I pray^ awake. Sir ; if you love the maid. 
Bend thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it flands : 
Her elded Sifter is fo curft and flirewd. 
That till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Mafter, your Love muft live a Maid at borne ; 
And therefore has he clofcly mew'd her up, 
Becaufe flie fliall not be annoy'd with fuitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel Father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care 
To get her cunning fchool-maftcrs to' infirud her? 

Tra. Ay, marry, am I, Sir; and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. 
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Tra, Mailer, for my hand, 
-Both our inventioils meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine firft. 

Tra. You will be fchool-mafter. 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 

Luc. It is : may it be done? 

Tra. Not poffible: for who Ihall bear your part. 
And be in Padua here VincefUws fon, 
Keep houfc, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Bajia; — content thee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been feen in any houfe. 
Nor can wc be diftinguifli'd by our faces. 
For man or mafier: then it follows thus. 
Thou fhalt be mafter, Tranio^ in my ftead ; 
Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I Ihould. 
I will fome other be, fome Fiorentiiu^ 
Some Neapolitan^ or meaner man of Ptfa* 
'Tis hatch'd, and fliall be fo : Tranio^ at once 
Uncafe thee : take my colourM hat and cloak. 
When Bio7uUUo comes, he waits on thee ; 
But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need, [They exchange habits. 

In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleafure is. 
And I am tied to be obedient, 
(For fo your Father charg'd me at our parting ; 
Be ferviceable to my Son, quoth he,) 
Altho\ I think, 'twas in another fenfe; 
I am content to be Lucentio^ 
Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio^ be fo ; becaufe Lucentio loves \ 
And let me be a flave t' atchieve that Maid, 
Whofe fudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 

. - ■ 'i 
Enter Biondello. 

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been?' 

- Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where 

F3 are 
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are you? matter, has my fellow Tranio ttolVn your 
clothes, or ypu ftoU'n his, or both ? pray, what's the 
news? 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jcft; 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to fave my life, 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my efcape have put on his ; 
For in a quarrel, fince I came afliore, 
I kill'd a map, ^pd, fear, I am dcfcry'd : 
Wait you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes ; 
While I mak^ way from hence tQ fav€ my life. 
You underltand me ? 

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. — .~ 

Luc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth; 
Tranio is chang'd into Luceniio. • 

Bion. The bi^tter for hims 'Would, I were fo too. 

Tra, So would h 'faith, boy, to have the next 
wifli after; that; Lucentio^ indeed, had Bapiifta'i 
youngeft Daughter. But, firrah, not for my fake, but 
your ipafler s, I advife you, ufe your manners dif- 
creetly in all kind of companies: when I am alone, 
why, then I. am Tram; but in all places elfe, your 
matter Lucenti^, 

Luc. Tranio^ let's go s one thing more refts, that 
thyfelf execute, to make one among thefe wooers ; if 
thou afkme why, fiifficetb-) my reafons are both good 
and weighty. [Exeuni* 

s c E N E V. 

Before Hortenfio'i Hoitfe in Padua. 

, , • Enter. Petruchio, and Grumio« 

Pet.rrERONA, for a while I take my leave, 
^ To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all 
Mybdk beloved and approved friend, 

/for- 
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Hartenjio; and, I trow, this is the houfe; 
Here, firrah, Grumio, knock, I fay. 

Gru. Knock, Sir? whom fliould I knock? is there 
any man, has rebus'd your worflbip ? 

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, Sir ? why, Sir, what am I, 
Sir, 
That I (hould knock you here, Sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well ; or V\l knock your knave's pate. 

Gru. My mafter is grown quarrelfome : I fhould 
knock you fir ft, 
And then i know after, who comes by the worft. 

Pet. Will it not be ? 
Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, FU ring it, 
rU try how you can Sol^ Fa, and fing it. 

[He wrings him by the ears. 

Gru. Help, maftcrs, helpi my mafter is mad. 

Pet, Now knock, when 1 bid you : Sirrah ! Villain J 

Enter Hortenfio. 

Hor. How now, what^s the matter? my old friend 
Grtmiio^ and my good friend Petruchio ! how do you 
all at Verona f 

Est. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto it Core ben trovato^ may I fay: 

Hor. Alia nojira Caja ben venuto^ molto honoratc Sig^ 
nor mio Petruchio. 
Rife GrumiOy rife ; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latine. 
If this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave hisfervice,- 
look you. Sir : he bid me knock him, and rap him 
foundly. Sir. Well, was it fit for a fervant to ufe his 
mafter fo, being, perhaps, for aught I fee, two and 
thirty, a pip out ? 

Whom, would to God, 1 had well knock'd atfirft^ 
Then haH not Grumi9 come by the worft. 

F 4 Pet. 
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Fet. A fenfelefs villain ! Good Hortenfa. 

I bid the rafcal knock upon your gate, 
'And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate ? O heav'ns ! fpake you not 
thefc words plain ? firtah, knock me here, rap me 
here, knock me well, and knock me foundly: and 
come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advife you. 

Hor. PetruchiOy patience ; I am Grumio's pledge : 
Why, this is a heavy chance ^twixt him and you. 
Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fervant Grumio; 
And tell me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as fcattcrs young men through the 
world. 
To feek their fortunes farther than at home ; 
^ Where fmall experience grows but in a mew* 
Signior Hortenfio^ thus it ftands with me, 
Antonio my Father is deceasM ; 
And I have thruft myfelf into this maze. 
Haply to wive and thrive, as beft 1 may : 
Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods. at home. 
And fo am come abroad to fee the world. 

Hot. Petruchio^ Ihall I then come roundly to thee, 
Andwifh thee to. a flirewd ill- favoured wife ? 
Thou'dft thank me but a little for my counfel. 
And yet, Til promife thee, flie fliall be rich, 
And very rich : but thouVt too much my friend. 
And ni not wi(h thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortenjio^ 'twixt fuch friends as us 
Few words fuflBce ; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchws wife ; 
(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance) 
Be fhe as foul as was Florentius' love, 

♦ White /mall experience grows but in a few.] This Nonfcnfe IhoUld 
be read thus, 

Where/mall experience grifws but in « mew, 
^ «. a Confinement at home. 

A» 
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As old as Sibyl^ and as curil and flirewd 

As^ Socrates' Xantippe^ or a worfe. 

She moves me not ; or not removes, at leaft, 

AflFeftion fieg'd in coin. Were flie as rough 

As are ihe fwelling Adriatic Seas, 

I come to wive it wealthily in Fadua: 

If wealthily, then happily, in Fadua. 

Gru. Nay, look you. Sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry 
him to a puppet, or an aglet»-baby, or an old Trot 
with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho' flie have as many 
difeafes as two and fifty horfes; why, nothing comes 
amifs, fo money comes withal. 

Hor. Fetruchio^ fince wc are ftept thus far in, 
I will continue Tliat I broached in jcft, 
I can, Fttruchio^ help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous; 
Brought up, as beft becomes a gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough. 
Is, that (he is intolerably curft ; 
And flirewd, and forward, fo beyond ail meafure. 
That, were my eftate far worfer than it is, 
I would not wed her for a Mine of gold. 

Fet, Hortmfio.pe^cc'^ thou know'ft not gold's efleil; 
Tell me her Father's name; and 'tis- enough: 
For I will board her, tho'* (he chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack. 

Hor. Her Father is. Baptijla Minola, 
' An affable and courteous Gentleman ; 
Her name is Catharina Minola^ 
Renown'd in Fadua for her fcolding tongue. 

Fet. I know he? Father, tho' 1 know not her ; 
And he knew my deceafed Father well. 
I will not fleep, Hortenfio^ ^till I fee her. 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firft encounter, 
Unlefs you will accompany me thither, 

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour 
F 5 lails. 
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lafts. O' my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do, 
fhe would think fcolding would do little good upon 
him. She may, perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves, 
or fo: why, that's nothing; an' he begin once, he'll 
rail in his rope-tricks. Fll tell yoa what, Sir, an"* 
flie ftand him but a little, he 'will throw a figure in 
her face, and fo disfigure her with it, that {he fhall 
have no more eyes to fee withal tiian a cat : you know 
him not. Sir. 

Hor, Tarry ,( Pejtruckio^ I muft go. with thee. 
For in BapHJt^^s houfe my Treafute is : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 
His youngeft Daughter, beautiful Bianca; 
And her witb^hoids he from me, and others more 
Suitors to her^ and Rivals in my love : 
Suppoling it a thing impoffible, 
(For thofc dcfefls I have before rehears'd,) 
That ev^fCathariiw will he woo'd; 
Therefore this, order hath Bapiifia ta'en* 
That none fhall have accefs unto Bkanca^ 
'Till Gatharinfi the curft have got a hufband. 

Gru, Catharine the curft ? 
A title for a maid of all titles the worft ! 

Hor. Now fliaU my Friend Fetruchio do me grace. 
And oflPer me difguis'd in fober robes 
To old Baptifia as a fchool-mafter. 
Well fe«n jn mu6c, to inftrud Bianca ; 
Thatib I may by this device, at leaft. 
Have leave and ieifure to make love to her; 
And, unfufpefted, court her by herfelf. 

s c E N E VI. 

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio dif guts'* d. 

Gru, T T E RE's no knavery ! fee, to beguile the old 

Xa folks, how the young folks lay their heads 

together. Mafter, lookaboutyou: who goes therePha. 

Hot. 
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Hor. Peace. Grttmw^ 'tis the Rival of my lofve, 
Fetruchio^ ftand by a while. 

Gru, A proper Stripling, and an amorous. — 

Ore. O, very well ; 1 have perusM the note. 
Hark you, Sir, Fl! have them very fairly bound. 
All books of love ; fee That, at any hand ; 
And fee you read no other leftures to her: 
You underftand me — Over and befide 
Signkn Bdplifias liberality, 

III mend it with a laTgefs. Take your papers too, - 
And let me have them very well perfum d; 
For fhe is fweeter than perfume itfclf. 
To whom they go: what will yon read to her? 

Lxu. Whaee'er I read to her, 1*11 plead for yon, - 
Ab for ray f atron, ftand you To afiured; 
As firmly, as yourfelf were ftill in place; 
Yea, and, pernaps, with more fuccefsful words 
Than you, unlefs you were a fchokr, Sir. 

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thins it is ! 

Gru. Oh this tvoodcock, what an aw it i« \ — 

Fet. Peace, Sirrah i 

Hor. Grumia^ mum ! God fave you, Si^niovGreme. 

Gre, And you are well met, Signior HorUnJio. 
Trow you, whither I am going? to Bapiifia Minola ; 
I promis'd to enquire carefully about a fchool-mafter 
for the fair Bianca ; and by good foTtunc I hkvt light* 
ed well on this young man ; for Learning and Be- 
haviour fit for her turn, well read in PoetTy, and 
other books, good ones, I watraHt ye. 

Har. 'Tis well? and I have met a gentlertian^ 
Hath promised me tb help me to another, 
A fine mufician to inftruft our miftrefs; 
So ftiall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, fo belo v'd of me. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, and that my deed fliall 

fjfove. 

6ru. And that his bags (hall prove. 

Hor. GremiOy 'tis now no time to vent our love. 
F 6 Liftcn 
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Liften to mc ; and if yoii fpcak me fair, 
ril tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met. 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curft Catharine; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe. 

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well; — ^ — 
Hortenflo, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet. I know, ihe is an irkfome brawling Scold ; - 
If that be all, mailers, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? what Countryman? 

Pet. Born in Veroruiy old Antonio's Son ; 
My Father's dc^d, my fortune lives for me. 
And I do hope good days and long to fee. 

Gre. Oh, Sir, fuch a life with fuch a wife wertf 
ftrange ; 
But if you have a flomach, to't, o' God's name: . 
You IhaU have me affifting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat? 

Pet. Will I live ? 

Gru, Will he woo her? av, or Til hang her. 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you, a little din can daunt my ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 
Have I not heard the fea, puff'd up with winds, • 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field? 
And beav'n's artillery thunder in the Ikies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud larums, neighing fteeds,and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
* That gives not half fo great a blow to th' ear. 
As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tufh, tulh,fear boys. with bugs. . I 

» that gives net half fo great a blow to hear,] This aukward Phrafc 
could never come from Shaiefpear. He wrote, without ^ucftion- 
^ —Jo great a hlou' to i\i C7ii. 

Gru. 
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Gru. For he fears none. 

Grt. HorUtifio, hark : 
This Gentleman is happily arrived, 
My mind prefumes, for his own good, and ours. 

Hor. I promised, we would be contributors ; 
And bear his charge of wooing whatfoe'er. 

Ore. And fo we will, provided that he win her. 

Gru, I would, I were as fure of a good dinner. 

SCENE VII. 

To them Tranio bravely apparelVd and Biondello. 

Tra. /^ ENTLEMEN, God fave you. If I maybe 

. VT bold, tell me, I befeech you, which is the 

readied way to the houfe of Signior Bapiifia Minolaf 

Bion. He, that has the two fair Daughters? is't he 
you mean? 

Tra. Even he, Biondello. 

Gre. Hark you. Sir, you mean not her, to 

Tra. Perhaps, him and her; what have you to do? 

Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, ai: any hand, I pray* 

Tra. I love no chiders. Sir: Biondello, let's away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. 

Hor. Sir, a word, ere you go« 
Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 

Tra. An if 1 be. Sir, is it any oflFence? 

Gre. No; if without more words you will get you 
hence. 

Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the flreets as free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But fo is not flie. 

Tra. For what reafon, I befeech you ? 

Gre. For this reafon, if you'll know : 
That flie's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That flie's the chbfen of Signior i/cr/^7j;f(?. 

Tra. Softly, my mafters ; if you be gentlemen, 
Do me this Right; hear me with patience. 
Baptifla is a noble Gentleman, 

To 



.ri4 The Taming of the Shrew. 

To whom my Father is not all unknown ; 
And, were his Daughter fairer then {he is. 
She may more fuitors have, and me for one. 
Fair LidsLS Daughter had a thoufand wooers ; 
Then well One more may fair Bianca have, 
And fo (he (hall. Luantw fcall make one, 
Tho' Ftiris came, in hope to fpeed alone. 

Gn. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all ! 

Ltic, Sir, give him head; I know, he'll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortenfio, to what end are all thefe words? 

H&r, Sir, let me befo bold as to aikyou,' 
Did you yei ever fee jB^JW^fl's Daughter ? 

Tra. Nq, Sir; but heatr I do thai he hath tw<> : 
The one as famous for a fcolding tongue, • 
As the other is for beauteous modefty . 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firft's for me ; let her go by* 

Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Mercvies.; 
And let it be oaore than Alcides'* twelve., 
■ Pet. Sir, undflrftand yoi; this of liie, infooths 
The youngeft Daughter, whom you hearken for^ 
Herfgither keeps from all accefs of fuitors, 
And will not promife her to any man. 
Until the eldeft Sifter firft be wed : 
The younger then is free, and not before- J 

Tra. If It beio. Sir, that you are the man • 
Muft fteed us all, and me among the reft ; 
And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 
Atchieve-the elder, fet the younger free 
For our accefs ; whofe hap Qiall be to have her, ■ 
Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir, you fay well, and well you do coiiceivc : 
Arid fince you do profefs tabe a fuitor, . . » 

You nuift^ as we do,. gratify this Gentleman, 
To whom we all reft generally beholden. ^ ^ 

Tra. Sir, I (hall Bot be flack ; in fign whereof, 
Pleafe ye, we may contrive this afternoon, 
And quaff caroufes to our Miftref&' health \ 

•' And 
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And do as advcrfaries do in law. 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gru. Bf^m. Oexcellentmotion! fellows, le t's be gpnc. 

Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo, 
Teiruckie^ I (hall be your htn venutCi. [Exeunt. 

prhe Prefenters, above, fpeak here. 

I Man. My Lord^ ypu nod; you do not mirid the Flay. 

SlY.Yea,by St. Ann, do I: a good matter^ furely ! 
tomes there any more of it? 

Lady. My Lord^ 'tis but begun. 

Sly. ^Tis a very excellent piece ofwork^ Madam Lady.^ 
^Would^ "'twere done ! 



ACT II. S G E N E I. 

Baptifta'i H U S E in Padua. 
Enter Catharina and Bianca. 

BlANQA. 

GOOD Sifter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourfelf. 
To make a bond-maid and a (lave of me ; 
That I difdain; but for thefe other Gawds, 
Unbind my hands, FlI pull them off myfclf ; 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat. 
Or, what you will command me, will I do ; 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Cath. Of all thy Suitors here, I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'il beft : fee, thou diflemble not. 

Bian. Believe me. Sifter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that fpecial face. 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Cath. Minion^ thou lieft: is't not HcTtenfiof\ 

Bif^9ii If you affeS him, fitter, here I fwear, 
I'll plead for you myfelf, but you Ihall have him. 

C«M. Oh, then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 
You will have Qremio, to keep you fair. 

Bian* 



ii6 The Taming of the Shrew, 

Bian, Is it for him you do fo envy me ? 
Nay, then you jeft^ and now, I well perceive^ 
You have btit jefted with me ail this while ; 
I pr'ythee, fitter KaU^ untie my hands. 

Cath. If That be jeHi then ail the reft was fo. 

[Strikes her. 

jEn/«r Baptifta. 

Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this 
infolence ? 
Bianca^ ftand afide; poor girl, fhe weeps; 
Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her 
For (hame, thou hilding of a devilifh fpirit, 
Why doft thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee? 
When did (he crofs thee with a bitter word ? 

Cath. Her filence flouts me j and I'll be reveng'd. 

[Flies after Bianca. 

Bap. What, in my fight? Bianca^ get thee in. 

[Exit Bianca. 

Cath. Will you not fufFer me? nay, now I fee, 
She is your treafure ; (he rauft have ahufband ; 
I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell : 
Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 
Till I can find occafion of revenge. [Exit Cath. 

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd, as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

SCENE II. 

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man 

Petruchio with Hortenfio, like a mufician; Tranio 

and Biondello bearing a lute and books, 

Gre. ^/^ OOD-morrow, neighbour Baptifia. 

VT Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: 
God fave you, gentlemen. 

Pet. And you, good Sir ; pray, have you not a 
daughter call'd Catharina, fair and virtuous? 

Bap. 
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6ap. I have a daughter. Sir, calfd Catharma. , 

Gre. You are too blunt: go to it orderly. 

Pei. You wrong me, Signior Gremio^ give me leave. 
I am a gentleman of Verona^ Sir, 
That, hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her aflFability and bafliful modefty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour. 
Am bold to Ihew myfelf a forward guell 
Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefs 
Of that Report, which I fo oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

[Frefcnting Hon 
I do prefent you with a man of mine. 
Gunning in mufic, and the mathematics. 
To inftruft jier fully in thofe fciences. 
Whereof, I know, ftie is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong. 
His name is IJcio^ born in MaiUua. 

Bap. You're welcome, Sir, and he for yonr good 
fake. 
But for my daughter Catharine^ this I know. 
She is not for your turn, the more\s my grief. 

Fet. I fee, you do not mean to part with her ; 
Or elfe you like not of my company. 
. Bap. MKtake me not, I fpeak but what I find. 
Whence arc you. Sir? what may I call your name ? 

Fct, Petruchio is my name, Antoni6*s fon, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap, 1 know him well: you arc welcome for his 
fake. 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio^ I pray, let us, 

that are poor .petitioners, fpeak too. Baccalare ! 

you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio^ I would fain 
be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not. Sir, but you will curfc your 
wooing. — Neighbour, this is a gift |very. grateful, I 
am fure of it. To exprefs the like kindnefs myfelf, 

that 
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that have been more kindly beholden to you than 
any, free leave give to this young fcholar, that hath 
been long ftudying at 'Rems^ [Prefcnting Luc] as cun- 
ning in Greeks Latin^ and other languages, as the 
other in mufic and mathematics ; his name is Cambioi 
pray, accept his fervice. 

Bap. A thoufand thanks, SigniorGr«nf(?; welcome, 
good, Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks, you walk 
like a firanger; [To Tranio.] may I be fo bold to 
know the caufe of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me. Sir, the boldnefs is mine own. 
That, being a ftranger in this City here. 
Do make myfelf a fuitor to your daughter. 
Unto 'Bianco^ fair and virtuous : 
Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me, 
In the preferment of the cldeft fitter. 
This liberty is all that Irequeft; 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 
I may have welcome 'mon-gft the raft that woo, 
And free accefc and favour as the reft. 
And, toward the education of your daughters^ 
I here beftow a fimple inftrument. 
And this fmall packet oi Greek znd Latin books. 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

[f hey greet privately. 

Bap» Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray? 

Tra. O^Pi/a^ Sir, fon to Vimentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Fija ; by Report 
I know him well ; you are very welcome. Sir. 
Take You the lute, and You the Set of books. 

[To Hortenfio and Lucentio. 
You flia 11 go fee your pupils prefently. 

Holla, within ! 

Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah, lead thefe gentlemen 
To my two daughters ; and then tell them Both, 
Thefe are their tutors, bid them ufe rhjem well. 

[£.Kit Ser. with Hortenfio and Lucentio. 

We 
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We will go walk a little in the orchard. 

And then to dinner. You are pafiing welcome, 

And fo, I pray you all, to think yourfelves. 

Fet. Signior Baptijia^ my bufin^fr aflwjtb bafte, 
And every day I cannot cpme to wop. 
You knew my father well, 9nd in him a>9. 
Left folely heir to aU his l^nda and good^i 
Which I have better' d, rather than decreased; 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter's lov€. 
What dowry fliall I have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my dfath, the one half of my lauds; 
And, in poffcflion, twenty thoufand crowns. 

Pet. And for that dowry, Fll affure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that ftie furvive me. 
In all my lands and leafes whatfoever; 
Let fpecialities be therefore drawn between us. 
That covenants may be kept on cither hand* 

Bap, Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her love; for that is all in aJl. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing: for I tell you, father, 
I am a« peremptory as Ihe proud-imiMJed. 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
They do canfume the thing that feeds their fury s 
Tho' little fire grows great with little wind. 
Yet extreme gufts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her, and fo flie yields to me. 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. [fpeed ! 

Bap, Well may 'A thou woo, and happy be thy 
But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words* 

Pet, Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds: 
That fliakc not, tho' they blow perpetually. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Hortenfio with his head brake* j 

Bap. T T O W now, my friend, wJby doft tKbu look 
XJL fo pale ? 
Hot. For fc^^r, I promote you, if I look* pale. 

Bap. 



lio The Taming of the Shrew. 

Bap, What, will my daughter prove a good rauC- 
cian? 

Hor, I think, flic'll fooner prove a foldier ; 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canft not break her to the lute? 

Hor. Why, no; for flie hath broke the lute to me. 
I did but tell her (he miftook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When with a moft impatient devilifh fpirit. 
Frets call you them ? quoth flie : I'll fume with them: 
And with that word Ihc ftruck me on the head. 
And through the inftrument my Pate made way. 
And there I flood amazed for a while, 
Aj5 on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 
While ftie did call me rafcal, fidler. 
And twanglitig Jflc^, with twenty fuch vile terms » 
As (he had ftudied to mifufe me fo. 

Tet, Now, by the world, it is^ a lufty wench; 
I love her ten times more than e'er 1 did ; 
Oh, how I long to have fome chat with her ! 

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not fo difcomfited, 
Proceed in pradice with ray younger daughter. 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good* turns ; 
Signior Fttruckio^ will you go with us. 
Or (hall I fend my daughter Kate to you ? 

Fit, I pray you, do. I will attend her here, 

[E^t Bap. with Grem. Horten. and Tranio. 
And woo her with fome fpirit when (he comes. 
Say, that flie rail ; why, then I'll tell her plain. 
She Cngs as fweetly as a nightingale: 
Say, thatfhe frowns; I'll fay, flie looks as clear 
As morning rofes newly wafla'd with dew ; 
Say, flae be mute, and will not fpeak a word: 
Then I'll commend her volubility; 
And fay, flie uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If flie do , bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 
As tho' flie bid me ftay by her a week; 
If flie do deny to wed, V\\ crave the day 

When 



The Taming of the Shrew, i«i. 

When I fliall afk the banes, and when be married,? 
But here (he comes, and now, Petruchio^ fpeak. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Catharina- 

Good morrow, Kate ; for that*s your name, I hear, 

Ca/A. Well have you heard, but fomething haid 
of hearing. 
They call me Catharine^ that do talk of me. 

fet. You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate. 
Ar d bonny Kate^ and fometimes Kate the curft: 
But Kaie, the prettieft Kate in chrillendom, 
Kate o£ Kate-hall^ my fuper-dainty Kate; 
(For dainties are all Gates) and therefore Kate; 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation! 
Hearing thy mildnefs praisM in every Town, 
Thy virtues fpoke of, and thy beauty founded, 
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs : 
Myfelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 

Cath. Mov'd ? in good time ; let him that movM 
you hither. 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firft 
You "were a moveable. 

Pets Why, what's a moveable ? 

Cath. A join d-ftool. 

Pet. Thou haft hit it: come, fit on me. 

Cath, Affes arc made to bear, and fo are you. 

Pet, Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 

Cath. No fuchjade, Sir, as you; if me youmeati. 

Pet. Alas, good Kate^ I will not burden thee; 
For knowing thee to be but young and light — 

Cath. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight {hould be. 

Pet. Should bee; Qiould buz. 

Cath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh, flow-wing'd turtle, fliall a buzzard take 
thee? 

Cath. 
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Cath. Ay, for a tui'tle, as he takes a buzzard. 

PeL Come, Come, yott wafp, Tfaith, you are too 
angry. 

Cath. If 1 be wafpift* 'beft beware my fting. 

Fet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out. 

Cath. Ah, if the fool could find it, where it lies. 

Fei. Who knows nou where a wiifp does wear bis 
fting? V 

In his tail. 

Cath. In his tongue* 

Fet. Wbofe tongue? 

Cath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; and fo farewel. 

Fet. What with my tongue in your tail? nay, come 
again, 
Good Kate^ I am a gentleman. 

Cath. That Til try. [Shejlrikes him. 

Fet. I fwear, lUl cuff you^ if you ftrike again. 

Cath. So may you lofe your arms. 
If you flrike me, you are no gendeman; 
And if no gentleman, why then, no arms. 

Fet. A heraldv Kate? oh, put me in thy books. 

Cath. What is your creft, a coxcomb ? 

Fet, A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my hen. 

Cath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 

Fet. Nay, come, Kate; come, you muft not look 
fo fower. 

Cath. It is my fafhion wbe'n I fee a crab. 

Fet.. Why, here's no crab^ and therefore look not 
fo fower. 

Cath. There is, there is. 

Fet. Then, (hew it me. 

Cath. Had I a glafs, I would. 

FetJ What, you mean my face ? 

Cath, Well aim'd of fuch a young one.' ■ 

Fet. Now, by St. George., I am too young for you. 

Cath, Yet you are witherd. 

Fet. Tis with Cares. 

Cath. 1 care not. 

Fet. 
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Ttt. Nay, hear yon^KdU; in footh you'fcape not fo. 
Cath. I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go. 
Fet. No, not a whit; I find you pafling gentle: 
'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and fuUen, 
And now I find Report a very liar; 
For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous, 
But flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-tiroe flowers. 
Thou canft not frown, thou canfi not look afctftice. 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will. 
Nor haft thou pleafure to be crofs in talk: 
But thou with lyildnefs entertain^ft thy wooers. 
With gentle confrence, foft and affable. 
Why doth the world report, that Kate doth limp? 
Oh fland'rous world f Kate like the hazle-twig. 
Is ftraight and flender; and as brown in hue 
As hazle-nuts, and fwceter than the kernels* 
O, let me fee thee walk; thou doft not hailt. 

Catk. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ft command. 
Fet. Did ever Dian fd become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 
O, be thou Dian^ and let her be Katt^ 
And then let Kate be chaft, and Lian fportfulf ^> - ■ 
Cath. Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech ? 
Fet. It is ektempore^ from my mother-wit. 
Cath. A witty mother, witlefs elfc her fon. 
Fit. Am I not wife ? 
Cath. Yes ; keep you warm. 
Fet. Why, fo I mean, fweet Catharine^ in thy bed t 
And therefore fetting all this chat afide, 
Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented, 
That you fliall be my wife; your dowry 'greed on; 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you* 
Now, Kate^ I am a hulband for your turn. 
For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well;) 
Thou muft be married to no man but me. 
•For I am he, am born to tsime you, Kate; 
And briilig you from a wild cat to a Kate^ 

Con- 
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Confonnabie as other houfhold Kates; 
Here conies your father^ never make denial, 
J muft and will have Catharine to xny Wife. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio. 

Bap. TVTO ^1 fignior Fctruchio^ howfpeed you with 
JL^ my daughter? 

Tet. How but well, Sir? how but well? 
It were impoffible, I fhould fpeed amifs. 

Bap. Why how now, daughter Catharine^ in your 
dumps? 

Cath. Call you me daughter? now, I promife you. 
You've Ihew'd a tender fatherly regard. 
To wilh me wed to one half lunatic; 
A mad cap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Fit. Father, 'tis thus; yourfelf and all the World, 
That talked of her, have talkM amifs of her; 
If fhe be curft, it is for policy, 
For file's not froward, but modeft as the dove : 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
For patience, Ihe will prove a fecond Griffil ; 
And Raman Lucrece for her chaftity. 
And to conclude, we've 'greed fo well together,. 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Cath. I'll fee thee hang'd on Sunday firfl. 

Gre. Hark; Petruchio! flie fays, flie'll fee thee 
hang'd firft. 

Tra. Is this your fpeeding ? nay, then, goodnight, 
our part I 

Pet. Be patient, Sirs, I chufe her formyfelf ; 
If ihe and I be plcas'd, what's that to you ? 
'Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain, being alone. 
That file fiiall ilill be curft in company. 
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe 
How much ihe loves me ; oh^ the kindeil Kate! 

She 
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She hung about my neck, and kifs on kifs 
She vyM fo faft, protefting oath on oath. 
That in a twink flie won me to her love. 
Oh, you are novices ; 'tis a world to fee. 
How tame (when men and women are* alone) 
A meacock wretch can make the curfteft Ihrew, 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto VemcCy 
To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding-day; 
Father, provide the feaft, and bid the guefts ; 
I will be fure, my Catharine fhall be fine. 

Bap, I know not what to fay, but give your hands{ 
God fend you joy, Fetruchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we ; we will be witnefles. 

Pet. Father, and wife, and Gentlemen, adieu ; 
I will to Venice^ Sunday comes apace. 
We will have rings and things, and fine array ; 1 

And kifs me; Kate^ we will be married o' Sunday. 

[Exeunt Petruchio, and Cdithdirine feverally, 

SCENE VI. 

Gre. \7I 7 A S ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ? 

V V Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a mer- 
chant's part. 
And venture madly on a defperate mart. 

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ; 
'Twill bring you gain, or perifli on the Seas. 

Bap, The gain I feek is quiet in the match. 

Gr^. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch:. 
But now, Baptijia^ to youryounger daughter: 
Now is the day we long have looked for: 
I am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft. 

Tra. And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witnefs, or your thpughts can guefs. 

Gre. Youngling ! thou canft not love fo dear as !• 

Tra. Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, ftand back ; 'tis age that nouriflieth. 

Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourilheth. 

Vol. III. G Bap, 
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Bap. Content you. Gentlemen, I will compound 
this firife ; 
'Tis deeds mud win the prize; and he, of Both, 
That can affuremy daughter greatefi dower. 

Shall have Bianca's love. 

Say, Signior Gremio^ what can you aflure her ? 

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city 
Is richly furnilhed with plate and gold, 
Bafons and ewers to lave her dainty hands: 
My hangings all of Ijrwn tapeftry; 
In ivory co&rs I have-ftufft say crowns ; 
In cyprefs chefts my arras, counterpanes, 
GoiUy apparel, tents and canopies. 
Fine linen, Turkey cuihions bofs'divith pearl; 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work : 
Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong 
To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then, at my farm^ 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixfcore fat oxen (landing in my ftaUs ; 
And all things anfwcrable to this portion. 
Myf6lf am ftruck in years, I muft confefs, 
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers; 
If, whilft I live, (he will be only mine. 

Tra, That only came well in — Sir, lift to me ; 
I am my father^s heir, and only fon ; 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 
I'll leave hex houfes three or four as good. 
Within rich Fifa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 
Betides two thoufand ducats by the year 
Of fruitful land ; all which (hall be her jointure. 
What, have I pinch'dyou, Signior Gremio? 

Gre. Two thoufand ducats by the year of land ! 
My land amounts but to fo much in all : 
That (he (haU have, belides an Argojy 
That now is lying in Marfeilles^s road. 
What, have I choakt you with an Argojy? 

tra. Gremio^ 'tis. known, my father has no lefs 

Than 
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Than three great Argqfies^ befides' two galliaffes 
And twelve tight gallics ; thefe I will affure her. 
And twice as much, whate'er thou oflFcr'ft next. 

Qre. Nay, I have offer'd all§ I have no more; 
And Ihe can have no more than all I have ; 
If you like me, flie fliall have me and mine. 

Tra, Why, then the maid is mine from all thd 
By your firm promife^; Gnmio is out-vied, [worlds 

Bap. I muff confefs, your offer is the heft; 
And let your fatheir make her the affurance. 
She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me : 
If you (hould die before him, where's her dower ? 

Tra> That's but a caidl; he is oid, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as%vell as old ? 

Bap, Well^ gentlemen, then I am thus TeTotv'd : 
On Sunday next, you know. 
My daughter Catharine is to be married: 
Now on the Sun^ following fhall Bianca- ^ 

Be brid« to you, if you make this affurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio: 
And fo I take my leave, and tliank you both. [Exit. 

Gre. Adieu, good Jieighbour. — ^Now I fear thee not: 
Sirrah, young gamefter, your father were a fool 
To give thee all ; and in his waining age 
Set foot under thy table : tut ! a toy ! 
An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. [Eptit, 

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide ? 
* Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten : 
""Tis in my head to do my maB:er good : 
I fee no reafon,but inppos^d Lucentio 
May get a father, callM, fuppos'd Vincentia; 
And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 
Do get their children ; but, in this cafe of wooing^ 
A child fliall get a fire, if I fail not of my tunning".. 

[Exit. 

♦ Tet Ikavefacditwith a card often:] That is, with the highcft 
Card, in the old fimple Games of our Anceflors. So that this be- 
came a proverbial Expreffion. 

G t Thcr 
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[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here. 
Sly. Sim, when will the fool come again? 
Sim. Anon^ my Lord. 

Sly. Givesjome more drink here — Where's the tapjier t 
here, Sim, eatfome of thefe things. 
Sim. So I do, my Lord, 
Sly. Here^ Sim, 1 drink to thee. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Baptifta'i Houfe. 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, and Bianca. 

LyCENT^O. 

IDLER, forbear ; you grow too forward, Sir t 
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Have you fo foon fprgot the entertainment 
Her fifter Catharini welcom'4 you withal.^ 

Hor. Wrangling Pedant, this is 
The patronefs of heavenly harmony % 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in mufic we have fpent an hour. 
Your ledure (ball have leifure for as much. 

Luc* Prepoftcrous afs ! that never read fo far 
To know the caufe wjiy mufic was ordain'd : 
Was it not to refrefli the mind of man 
After his ftudies., or his ufual p^iin ? 
Then give me leave to read philofophy. 
And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony. 

Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine. 

Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ftrive for That which refteth in my choice : 
I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools ; 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed tim^es, 
But leari;! my leflbns as I pleafe myfelf; 
And to cut pf 5ill ftrifc, here fit we down. 

Take 
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Take you your inftrument, play you the while; 
His ledure will be done, ere you have tun'd. 

HoTi You'll leave his leAure, when I am in tunc ? 

[Hortenfio retires. 

Luc. That will be never : tune your infirument. 

Bian. Where left we laft? 

Liu. Here, Madam: Hoc ibat Simois, hie cjl Sigeia 
telluSy 
Hicjleterat Priami regia celfafenis, 

Bian, Conftrue them. 

Luc. Hoc ibat, as I told you before, Simois^ I am 
Lucentio^ hie eft, fontinto Vincentio ofPiJaj Sigeia tellus^ 
difguifed thus to get your love, hicjleterat^ and that 
Lucentio that comes a wooing, Friami^ is my man Tlra- 
nw, regia, bearing my port^ celfafenis, that wc might 
beguile the old Pantaloon. 

Hor. Madam,. my inftrument's in tune. [Returning. 

Bian, Let's hear. O fie, the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole^ idan, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me fee, if I can conftrue it : Hoc 
ibat Simois^ I know you not, hie efi Sigeia tellus^ I truft 
you not, hie Jteterat Friami^ take heed he hear us not, 
regia, prefume not, celfafenis^ defpair not. 

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the bafe. 

Hor. The bafe is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars* 
How fiery and how fr^jWard is our Pedant f 
Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love; 
Pedqfcale, I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miftruft. 

Luc. Miftruft it not, — for, fure, jEacides 
Was Ajax^ call'd fo from his grandfather. 

Bian. I muft believe my mafter, elfe I promife you, 
I Ihould be arguing ftill upon that doubt; 
But let it reft. Now, Licio, to you : 
Good mafters, take it not unkindly, pray. 
That I have been thus pleafant with you both. 

G 3 Hor. 
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Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave awhile ; ^ 
My leflbns male no nmfic in three part«. 

Luc. Arc you fo formal. Sir? well, I mull wait» 
And wajtch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
One j6ne mu&cian groweth amorous. 

Hor. Madam before you touch the inftrument. 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I muil begin with rudiments of art ; 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer fort, 
More pleafant, pithy, and efTedual, 
yhan hath been taught by any of my trade ; 
And there it is in writing fairly drawn. 

fiian. Why, I am pall my Gamui long ago. 

JHor* Yet read the Gamui of HorUnJig. 

Bian, [reading.] Gamut I am, the ground of all 

A re, to plead Hortenfio^s paffion ; [accord^ 

B mi^ JBianca, tzkt Hm for thy iofd, 

Cfaut^ that loves with .all a.fedion s 
Pfol re, :one cliff, but two notes haVe I* 
£ la mis Ihowpity, or I 43 €• 

Call you i\m Gamut 7 tut, I like it not ; 
Old famions pleafe me beft; I^m oot fo nic^ 
To change true rules for new inventioxiks. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sasrv. Miftrefs, your father prays you leave yaur 
books, 
And help to drefs your lifier's chamber up ; 
You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewel, fweet mailers,, both ; I mufi be gone. 

[Exit. 
Luc. Faith, miftrefs, then I have no caufe to fiay. 

[Exit. 
Hor. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant, 
Methinks, he looks as tho' he were in love : 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca^ be fo humble. 
To caft thy wandring ^y^i on every Stale; 

Sieze 
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Sieze thee, who lift; if once I find thee ranging,, 
Hortenjio will be quit with thee by changing, [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

£w^^r Baptifta, Greraio,Tranio, Catharlna, Lucentio, 
J&ianca, and attendants: 

Bap. Q I G N I O R Lucentio^ this is the 'pointed day 
O That Catherine and Petruchio fliould be mar- 
ried; 
And yet we hear not of our fon-in-law« 
What will be faid ? what mockery will it be. 
To want the Bridegroom, when the Prieft attends 
To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What fays Lucentio to this &ame of ours ? 

Cath. No (hame, but mine ; I muft, forfooth, ht 
forc'd 
To give my hand opposed againft my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain Rudefby, full of fpleen ; 
Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure. 
I cold you, I, he was a frantic fool. 
Hiding bis bitter jefts in blunt behaviour : 
And to be noted for a merry man. 
He'll woo a thoufand, ^point the day of marriage. 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes | 
Yet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd* 
Now muft the world point at poor Catharine^ 
And fay, lo I there is mad Petruchws wife, 
If it would pleafe him come and marry her; 

Tra. Patience, good Catharine^ and Bapti/la too; 
Upon my life, Fetruchio means but well ; 
What ever fortune ftays him from his word. 
Tho' he be blunt, I know him pai&ng wife : 
Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeft. 

CaiL Would Catharine had never feen him tho' ! 

[Exit weeping. 

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
G 4 For 
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For fuch an injury would vex a Saints 

Much more a Shrew oi thy impatient humour. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Biondello. 
J32(??2.Tyy|' ASTER, Matter ; old news, and fuch 
IVJL news as you never heard of. 

Bap. Is it nfew and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Tttruchi(>^ 
coming ? 

Bap, Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no. Sir. 

Bap. What then ? 

fifon. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Bion. When he fiands where I am, and fees you 
there. 

Jra. But, fay, what to thine old news? 

Bum. Why, Petrtichio is coming in a new hat and 
an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice tum'd; 
a pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, one 
buckled, another lac'd ; an old rufty fword ta'en out 
of the town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chape- 
lefs, with two broken points ; hishorfe hip'd with an 
old mothy faddle, the fiirrups of no kindred ; befides 
pofleft with the glanders, and like to mofe in the 
chine, troubled with the lampaife, infcfled with the 
falhions, full of windgalls, fped with fpavins, raied 
with the yellows, paft cure of the fives, ftark fpoiled 
with the Aaggers, begnawn with the bots, waid in 
the back and Ihoulder-fliotten, near-legg'd before, 
and with ahalfrcheck't bit, and a headftall of flieep's 
leather, which being reftrain'd, to keep him from 
ftumbling, hath been often burft, and now repaired 
with knots ; one girt fix times piec'd, and a woman^s 
crupper of vclure, which hath two letters for her 
name, fairly fet down in ftuds, and here and there 
piec'd with packthread, 

Bap4 
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Bap. Who comes with him ? 

Bion. Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world capa- 
rifon''d like the horfe, with a linen flock on one leg, 
and a kerfey boot-hofc on the other, garter'd with a 
red and blue lift, an old hat, and the humour of forty 
fancies prickt up in't for a feather : a nionfter, a very 
monfter in apparel, and not like achriftian footboy, 
or a gentleman's lackey. 

Tra. 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this 
fafhion ; 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell d. 

Bap. I am glad he's come, howfoever he comes.* 

Bion, Why, Sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didft thou not fay, he comes ? 

Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came not ? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, Sir; I fay, his horfe comes with him on 
his back. 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy^ I hold you a penny, 
Ahorfe andamanismore thanone^andyetnotmany, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantajlically habited. 
Pet. /^ OME, where be thefe gallants ? who is at 
V>< home? 

Bap. You're welcome. Sir. 

Pet» And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not fo well 'parell'd, as I wifh you were. 

Pet. Were it better, I fliould rufh in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? 
How does my Father? Gentles, methinks, you 

frown : ' 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company. 
As if they faw fome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unufual prodigy ? 

G 5 Bap. 
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Bap, Why, Sir, you know, this is your wedding- 
day : 
Firft, were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
Now, fadder^ that you come fo unprovided. 
Fie, doff this habit, fhame to your efiate, 
An eye-fore to our folemn feftival. 

Tra. And tell us what occafion of import 
Hath all fo long detained you from your wife. 
And fent you hither fo unlike yourfelf ? 

•Pei, Tedious it were to tell, and harih to heart 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word, 
Tho* in fome part enforced to digrefs, 
Which iit more leifure I will (b cxcufe, 
As you fliall well be fatisfied withal. 
But, where is Kate f I ftay too long from her; 
The morning wears; *tis time, we were at church. 

Tra, See notyour Bride in thefe unreverent robes ; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I ; believe me, thus 1*11 vifit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trufl, you will not marry her. 

Pet. Good footh, even thus; therefore na' done 
with words ; 
'To me flie'*s married, not unto my clothes: 
Could I repair whatihe will wear in me, 
As I could change thefe poor accoutrements, 
''Twere well for Kati^ and better for myfelf. 
But what a fool am I to chat with you, 
When I fliould bid good-morrow to my Bride, 
And feal the title with a lovely kifs ? [Exit. 

Tra*, He hath fome meaning in his mad attire: 
We will perfuade him, be it poffible. 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. ril after him and fee the event of this. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 

Tra. "D U'^i Sir, our love conccmeth us to add 
XJ Her Father's likings which to bring to pafs, 

As 
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As I before imparted to your Worfliip* 

I am to get a man, (whatever he be. 

It Ikills not much; we'll fit him to our turn;) 

And he ihall be Vincentio of fijuy 

And make aflurance here in Fadua 

Of greater fums than I have promifed,: 

So fliall you quietly enjoy your hope. 

And marry fwcet Bianca with confent. 

Luc. Were it not, that my fellow fchool-mafler 
Doth watch Bianca s fteps fo narrowly, 
'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our marriage ; 
Which once perform'd, let all the world fay, no, 
I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into. 
And watch our vantage in this bufinefs : 
We'll over-reach the grey^bcard Gremio^ 
The narrow-prying Father Afino/a, 
The quaint mufician amorous Licio; 
All for my mafter's fake, Lucentio. 

S C EN E VI. 

Enter Gremio. 

Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church ? 

Ore, As willingly as e'er 1 came from fchool. 

Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming 
home? 

Ore, A Bridegroom, fay you? 'tis a groom, indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ftiall find. 

Jra. Curfter than fhe? why, 'tis impoffible. 

Ore. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a ;very fiend. 

Tra, Why, (he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 

Ore. Tut, (he's a lamb, al dove, a fool to him. 
ril tell you. Sir Lucentio; when the Prieft 
Should alk, if Catharine ftiould be his wife? 
Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he ; and fwore fo loud, 
That, alUamaz'd, the Prieft let fall the book ; 
And as he ftoop'd again to take it up, 

G 6 This 
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This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took him fucli a cuff, 
That down fell prieft and book, and book and pried. 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift^ 

2Va. What faid the wench, when he rofe up again? 

Gre» Trembled and fliook; for why, he ftamp'd 
and fwore, 
As if the Vicar meant to cozeb him. 
But after many ceremonies done. 
Me calls for wine : a health, quoth he ; as if 
H'zfd been aboard caroufing to his Mates 
After a fto^-m; quafft off the mufcadel. 
And threw the fops all in the fexton's face ; 
Having no other caufe, but that his* beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and fecm'd to aflc 
His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took 
The Bride about the neck« and kift her lips 
With fuch a clamoraus fmack, that at the parting 
All the church echo'd ; and I feeing this, 
Came thence for very fhame; and after me, 
I know, the rout is coming: Such a mad marriage 
Ne'er was before. — Hark, hark, I hear the minftrels. 

[Mtificplays. 

S GENE VII. 

Znf^r Petruchio, Catharina, Bianca, Hortenfio, 
and Baptifla. 

FeL /GENTLEMEN and friends, I thank you for 

VJ" your pains : , 

I know, you think to dine with me to day. 
And have prepared great ftore of wedding cheer; 
But fo it is, my hafle doth call me hence; 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is't poffible, you will away to night ? 

Tet, I muft away to day, before night come. 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my bufinefs, 
You would entreat me rather go than flay. 

And, 
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And, honeft Company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me gi\^ away myfelf 
To this moft patient, fweet and virtuous wife. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to mc, 
For I muft hence, and farewel to you all. 

Tra. Let us intreat you ftay 'till after dinner. 

Fet, It may not be. 

Gre, Let me intreat you. 

Fet, It cannot be. 

Cath, Let me intreat you. 

Fet, I am content » 

Cath. Are you content to ftay? 
, Fet, I am content, you Ihall intreat me, flay ; 
But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can. 

Cath, Now, if you love me, ftay. 

Fet. Grumio^ my horfes. 

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready : * the oats have eaten 
the horfes. 

Cath, Nay, then, - 
Do what thou canft, I -will not gd to day ; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor 'till I pleafe myfelf t 
The door is open. Sir, there lies your way. 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green; 
For me, I'll not go, 'till I pleafe myfelf: 
'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom, 
That take it on you at the firft fo roundly. 

Fet. O^ Kate, vontent thee, pr'yihee, be not angry. 

Cath, I will be angry; what haft thou to do ? 
Father, be*quiet ; he Ihall ftay my leifure. 

Gre, Ay, marry, Sir; now it begins to work. 

Cath, Gentlemen, fojward to the bridal dinner. 
I fee, a woman may be made a fool, 
If flie had not a fjpirit to refift. 

Fet, They fliall go forward, Kate^ at thy command. 
Obey the iJride, you that attend on her : 
Go to the feaft, revel and domineer ; 
Caroufe full meafure to her maiden-head; 

^ the oais have eaten tht horfes,1 That is, the Diflemper is fo call'd. 

Be 
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B^ mad and merry, or go hang yourfelves \ 

But for my bonny Kate^ flic muft with m^. 

Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret, 

I will be mafter of what is mine own ; 

She is my goods, my chattels, flie is my honfe. 

My houftiold-ftufF, my field, my barn, 

My horfe, my ox, my afs, my .any thing ; 

And here flie (lands, touch her who ever dare. 

I'll bring my aftion on the proudeft he. 

That flops my way in Vadua : Grumio^ 

Draw forth thy weapon.; we're befet with thieves ; 

Refcue thy miftrefs, if thou be a man : 

Fear, not, fweet wench, they fliall not touch thee, 

Kate; 
rU buckler thee againft a million. 

[Exeunt Pet. and Cath. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre, Went they not quickly, I fliould die with 
laughing. 

Xra. Of all mad matches, never was the like. 

Luc. Miftrefs, -what's your opinion of your fifter? 

^ian» That, being mad herfclf, flie's madly mated. 

Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho' Bride and Bride- 
groom want 
For to fupply the places at the table ; 
You know, there wants no junkets at the feaft: 
Lucentio^ you fupply the Bridegroom's place ; 
And let Bianca take her Sifler's room. 

Tra. Shall fweet Bianca pradife how to bride it? 

Bap. She fliall, Lucentio : Gentlemen, let's go. 

[Exeunt. 
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A C T IV. S C E N E L 

Petruchio'5 Country Houje. 
Enter Grumio. 

G R t M I o. 

IE, fie on all tired jades, and all mad mafters, and 
all foul ways \ was ever man fo beaten ? wa$ 
ever man fo raide ? was ever man fo weary? I am fent 
before, to make a fire ; and they are coming after^ to 
^arm them : now were I not a Utile pot, and foon 
hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my 
beily, ere I Ihould come by a fire to thaw me ; but I 
with blowing the fire (hall warm myfelf ; for, confi- 
dering the weather, a taller man than I will take cold: 
holla, hoa, Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly? 

Gru, A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thouniay^ft 
Aide from my Ihoulder to my heel, with no greater a 
Tun but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis, 

Curt. Is my mafier and his wife coming, Grumio f 

Gtu, Oh, ay, Cur/fx, ay; and therefore fire, fire ; 
caft on no water. 

Curt. Is Ihe fo hot a Shrew, as (he's reported? 

Gru, She was, good Curtis^ before this froft ; but 
thou know'ft, winter tames man, woman and beaft ; 
for it hath tam^d my old mafter, and my new miftrefs» 
and myfelf, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool; I am no beaft. 

Gru, Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a 
foot, and fo long am I at the leaft. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or fliall I complain on thee to our mif- 
trefs, whofe hand, (he being now at ha,nd, thou flialt 

fooa 
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foon feel to thy cold comfort, for being flow in thy 
hot office. 

CurL I pr'ythee, good Grumio^ tell me, how goes 
the world ? 

Gru, A cold world, Curtis^ in every office but 
thine ; and, therefore, fire : do thy duty, and have 
thy duty ; for my mafter and miftrefs are almoft fro- 
zen to death. 

Curt, There's fire ready; and therefore, good Gru- 
mw, the news. 

Gru, Why, Jack boy, ho boy^ and as much news as 
thou wilt. 

Curt, Come, you are fo full of conycatching. ^ 

Gru, Why, therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex- 
treme cold. Where's the cook? is fupper ready, the 
houfe trimm'd, ruflies ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, the 
fervingmen in their new fuftian, their white ftockings, 
and every ^officer bis wedding garment on ; * be the 
Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid, 
and every thing in order ? 
Curt, All ready: and therefore,! pray thee,what news? 

Gru, Firft, know, my horfe is tired, my mafter and 
iniftrefs fall' n out. 

Curt, How? 

Gru, Out of their faddles into the dirt; and there- 
by hangs a tale. 

Curt, Let's ha't, good Grumio, 

Gru, Lend thine ear. 

Curt, Here. 

Gru, There. [Strikes him. 

Curt, This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd a fenfible tale: and 
this cuff was but to knock at your ear^ and befeec^ 
liftning. Now I begin : imprimis^ we came down a 
foul hill, my matter riding behind my miftrefs. 

Curt, Both on one horfe? 

* Be M* Jacks /«> wUhin, the JjiUs fair xuithout?] i. c. Are the 
drioking VcITds clean, aad the Maid-Servatits drefsM ? . > 

Gru. 
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Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horfe. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale But hadft thou not 

croft me, thou (hould'ft have heard how her horfe 
fell, and flie under her horfe : thou fliould'ft have 
heard in how miry a place, how Ihe was bembiFd, 
how he left her witn the horfe upon her, how he beat 
me becaufe her horfe ttumbled, how fhe waded 
through the dirt to pluck him off me; how he fwore, 
how {he pray'd that never pray'd before ; how I cry^d ; 
how the horfes ran away ; how her bridle was burft ; 
how I loft my crupper; with many things of worthy 
memory, which now ihall die in oblivion, and thou 
return unexperienc'd to thy grave. 

Curt, By this reckoning he is more flirew then {he. 

Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeft of you 
all {hall find, when he comes home. But what talk 
1 af this ? call forth Nathaniel, Jqfeph, Nicholas, Philip, 
Walter^ Sugar/op, and the reft : let their heads be {leck- 
ly comb'd, their blue coats bru{h'd,aiid their garters 
of an indifferent knit ; let them curt'fy with thetr 
Jeft legs, and not prefume to touch a hair of my 
raafter's horfe-tail, 'till they kifs their hands. Are 
they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muft meet my mailer 
to countenance my miftrefs. 

Gru. Why, fhe hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou, it feems, that calFft for company to 
countenance her. 

Curt» I call them forth to credit her« 

Enter four or five Serving-men. 
Gru.^ Why, fhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. Welcome home, Grumio, 
Fhil. How now, Grumio T 

3^' 
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Jo/1 What, Grumiol 

Nich. Fellow Grumio I 

Nath, How now, old lad. 

Gru. Welcome you ; bow now, you ; what, you ; 
fellow, you ; and thus uvuch for greeting. Now my 
fpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 

JVa/. All things are ready ; how near is ourmaftcr? 

Gru. E'en at band$ alighted by this; and therefore 

be not cock's paflion, filence ! 1 hear my maf- 

tor. 

S C E N E 11. 

Enter Petruchio and Kate, 

A/. T5ITHERE be thefe knaves ? what, no man at 
.V V door td hold my ftirrup, nor to take my 
borfe ? where is Nathaniel^ Gregory ^ Philip f 

AUServ, Here, here. Sir; here. Sir. 

M, Here, Sir, here, Sir, here. Sir, here Sir? 
You loggerheaded and unpolifh'd grootns : 
What? no attendance? no regard? no duty ? 
Where is the foolifh knave I fent before? 

Gru, Here, Sir, as foolifh as I was before. 

Fet. You peafant fwain, you whorefon, malt-horfe 
drudge^ 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the park. 
And bring along thefe rafcal knaves with thee ? 

Gru* NathameC^ coat. Sir, was not fully made : 
And Gabriers pumps were all unj)ink'd i th' heel : 
There was no link to colour Peter^s hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from fbeathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam^ Ralphs and Gregory; 
The reft were ragged, old and beggarly, 
Yet as they are, bere are they come to meet you. 

Pet0 Go, rafcals, go, and fetch my fupper in. 

[Exeunt Servants. 
Where is the life that late I led? [Singing. 

Where 
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Where are thofe ^fit dowxL, Kate^ 

And welcome, Soud, foud, foud, foud ! 

Enter Servants with Supper^ 

Why, when, I fay ? nay, good fwcet Kate^ be merry. 
OflF with my boots, you rogue : you villains, when? 

It was the Friar of Orders grey, [Sings^ 

As he forth walked on his way* 

Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 

[Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate : fome water, here; what hoa ! 

Enter one with waier^ 

Where's my fpaniel Troilus? firrah, get you hence. 
And bid my cou£n Ferdinand come hither ; 
Oi^e, Kate, chat you muft kifs, and be acquainted with* 
Where are my flippers ? fhall I have fome water ? 
Come, Kate^ and wafli, and wekomc heartily: 
You, whorefon villain, will you let it fall? 

Cath. Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling. 

Pet* A whorefon, beaile-headeJ^ flap-ear'd knave : 
Come, Kate^ fit down; I know, you have a ftomach. 
Will you give thanks^ fweet Kate^ or elfe fhall I? 
What's this, mutton? 

I Ser. Yes. 

Pet. Who brought it ? 

Ser. I. 

Pet. Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat : 
What dogs are tfaefe? where is the rafcal cook? 
Howdurftyou, villains, bring it from the dreffcr, 
And ferve it thus tome that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, ceips and all: 

[Throws the nuat^ ice. about the Stage. 
You heedlefs jolt-heads, and unmanner d flaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you ftraighn 

Cath. 
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Cath. I pray you, hulband, be not fo difquief ^ 
The meat Was well, if you "were fo contented. 

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dry'd away^ 
And I exprefly am forbid to touch it: 
For it engenders choler^ planteth anger; 
And better 'twere, that Both of us did faft. 
Since, of ourfelves, ourfelves are choleric, 
Than feed it with fuch over-roafted flelb : 
Be patient, for to-morrow 't fliall be mended. 
And for this night we'll faft for company. 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. [Exi, 

Enter Servants feverally, 
J>talh. Feter^ didft ever fee the like ? 
Peter, He kills her in her own humour. 
Gru. Where is he ? 

Ent€r Curtis, a Servant. 
Curt* In her chamber^ making a fermon of contf- 
nency to her. 
And rails and fwears, and rates ; that flie, poor foul. 
Knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak. 
And fits as one new«ri&n from a dream. 
Away, away, for he is coming hither. \Exeuntn 

SCENE III. 

Enter Petruchio. 

Pet. npHU S have I politicly begun my reign, 
JL And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfully t 
My faulcon now is (harp, and pafling empty. 
And till fhe ftoop, Ihe muft not be full-gorg'd. 
For then flie never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I l*ave to man my haggard. 
To jaaake her come, and know her keeper^s Call: 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe kites. 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 

She 
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She eat no meat to day, nor none (hall eat. 

Laft night flie fleptnot, nor to night (hall not; 

As with the meat, feme undcferved fault 

ril find about the making of the bed. 

And here PU fling the pillow, there the bolfter, 

This way the coverlet, that way the fheets ; 

Ay ; and, amid this hurly, 111 pretend. 

That all is done in reverend care of her, 

And, in conclufion^, Ibe fliall watch all night : 

And, if ihe chanjce to nod, I'll rail ^nd brawl. 

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake. 

This is away to kill a wife with kindnefs; — * 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headftrong humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 

Now let him fpeak, 'tis charity to (hew. [Exit* 

S C E N E IV, 

Before BaptiftaV Houfe^ 
Enter Tranio and Hortenfio,. 

Tranio, TS'T poflible, friend LiciOy that Bianca 
X Doth failcy any other but Lucentiof 
% tell you. Sir, (he bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid. 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

[Theyjtand by. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio, 
Luc. Now, mifirefs, profit you in what you read? 
Bian. What, matter, read you ? firft, refolvc me 

that. 
Luc. I read That I profcfs^ the art of Love. 
Bian. And may you prove, Sir,mafter of your art! 
Luc. While you, fwcet dear, prove miftrefs of my 

heart. ['^^^y ^'^^^^ backward. 

Hot. Qjiick proceeders ! marry ! now, tell me, I 

pray 
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pray, you that durft fwear that your miftrefs Bianca 
lov'd notae in the world io well as Lucentio, 

Tra. Defpigbtlul love, nnconftant womankind ! 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Miftake no more, I am not Lido^ 
Nor a "fnufician, as I feem to be ; 
But One that {corn to live in this difguife 
For fuch a One as leaves a gentleman. 
And makes a God of fuch a cuUion ; 
Know, Sir^ that I am calFd HorUnfio, 

Tra. Signior Hortenfia, I have oft^n heard 
Of your entire aJEe&ion to Bianca ; 
And fince rmsat eyes are witnefe of her lightness, 
I will with, yom, if you be fo contented, 
Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See, how they kifs and court I— —Signior 
Lucentio^ 
Here is my hand, and here I Ermly vow 
Never to woo her more ; but do forfwear her. 
As one unworthy all the former favours, 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath. 
Never to marry her, tho' (he intreat. 
Fie on her! fee, how beaftly fhe doth court him- 

Hor^ 'Would all the World, but he, had quite for- 
fwom her ! 
For me, that I may furely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to a wealthy widow. 
Ere three days pafs, which has as. long lov'd me. 
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard. 
And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio, 
Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks. 
Shall win my love : and fo I take my leave. 
In refolution as I fwore before. [Exii Hor. 

Tra, Miftrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace. 
As longeth to a lover's bleffed cafe : 
Nay, I have ta*en you napping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Hortentfio. 

[Lucentio and Bianca come forward. 
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Bian, Tranh^ you jeft : but have you both for- 
fworn me? 

Tra. MiflreCs, we have. 

Luc. Then we aic rid of Licio, 

Tra. I'faith, he'll have a lufty widow now. 
That Oiall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay. and he'll taxnc hen 

Bian. He fays fo, Tranio. 

Tra. 'Faith, he'** gone imto the Taming fchooL 

Bian, The Taming fchool? what, is there fucha 
place? 

Tra. Ay, miftrefe, and Ipgtruchb is. the mailer; 
That jteacheth tricks eleven and twenty long. 
To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering toague. 

SCENE V. 

Ent& Biondello, running. 

Bion. ^*\H matter, matter, I have watch'd fo long, 
V-^ That I'm dog-weary ; but at laft I fpied 
An ancient Engle, going down the hill, 
Will ferve the turn, 

Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Matter, a mercantant, or elfe a pedant ; 
I know not what \ but formal in apparel ; 
In gait and countenance fiirely like a father. 

Luc. And what of him, Trariio? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and truft my tale, 
ril make him glad to feem Vincentio, 
And give him aflurance to Baptijla Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio : 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Luc. and Bian, 



Enter a Pedant. 
Fed. God fave you, Sir* 



Tra. 
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Tra. And yon, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft ? 

Ted. Sir, at the fartheft for a week or two : 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome ; 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 
Tra. what countryman^ I pray i 
Ted. Oi Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir ? God forbid ! 
And come to Padua, carelcfs of your Life ? 

Ted, My life, Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard. 
Tra. 'Tis death for any one in MarUua 
To come to Tadua ; know you not the caufe ? 
Your Ihips arc ftaid at Venice^ and the Duke, 
{For private quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him,) 
Hath publifli'd and proclaimed it openly : 
'Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come. 
You might hav<? heard it elfc proclaimed about. 

Ted. Alas, Sir ; it is worfe for me than fo ; 
Tor 1 have bill* for money by exchange 
From Florenat^ and muft here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courtefy. 
That will I do, and this will I advife you ; 
Firft, tell me, have you ever been at Pi/a ? 
Ted. Ay, Sir, in Tifa have I often been ; 
Pifa^ renowned for grave citizens* 

Tra. Among them know. you one Vincentio? 
Ted. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father. Sir ; and, footh to fay. 
In countenance fomewhat doth refemble you. 

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all 
one. . * [Afide. 

Tra. To fave your life in this extremity, 
This favour will I do you for his fake ; 
And think it not the worfi of all your fortunes. 
That you are like to Sir Vincentio: 
His name and credit Ihall you undertake, 
And in my houfe you Qiall be friendly lodg'd : 

Look, 
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Look, that you take upon You zs you fliould. 
You underftand mc. Sir: fo fhall you fiay, 
'Till you have done your bufinefs in the city. 
If this be courtTy, Sir, accept of it. 

Fed, Oh, Sir, I do ; and will repute you ever 
The Patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra, Then go with me to make the matter goodt 
This by the way I let you underftand, 
My father is here look'd for every day. 
To pafs affurance of a dower in) marriage 
'Twixt mC' and one Bapiijla\ daughter here > . 
In all thefe Circumftances Til inftrud you: 
Go with Me, Sir, to clothe you as becomes you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI, 

Enter Catharina and Grumio. .. i 

dru, TVT^' ^^^ forfooth, I dare not for my life. 
XN CatK, T^e more my wrong, the more hii 
fpite appears : 
What, did he marfy me to famifh me? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door^ ' 

Upon intreaty, have a prefent alifas ; 
If not, elfewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, who never knew how to intreat. 
Nor never needed that I fliould intreat, 
Am ftarvM fonraeat, giddy for lack of flcep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 
And that, which fpites me more than all thefe wants. 
He does it under name of pcrfefi love : 
As who would fay, i£I Ihould fleep or cat 
'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death : 1 - 

I pr'ythee go, and get me fome repaft; 
I care not what, fo it be wholefome food* . 

Gru. What fay yau to a neat's foot ? 

Cath. 'Tis pafllng good ; I pr'ythee, let me have it. 

Gru, I fear,. it is too flegmatic a meat: s -^ 
How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd? 

Vol. III. H Cath, 
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Cath.. Hike it well; good Grutnio^ fetch it me.^ 
Gru. I.camiot tell ; — I feat, it's choleric: 

What fay you. to a piece of beef and mu&ard ? 
Caih. A ^difh, that I do love to feed upon* 
Gru«. Ays bot.the.inuilajd is too hotia little. 
Cath, Why, then the beef^ and let the moftard refl* 
Gru* Nay, then I will not^ you^&all have the 
muftard, 

Or elfe you get no beef of Grumw. 

Cath. Then both, or one, orjatiy thing thouwilt. 
Gru. Why, then the in uAard 'without the beef. 
Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou fal£e ddtiding (lave. 

[Beats him^ 

Thsat feed'ft me with the veryname of meat: 

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 

That triumph "thus upon my mifery ! 

Go, get thee gone, 1 fay. 

SCENE vir. 

Enter Petmchio; find Ifoxtenfio, with.me/i(. 

Pet. T TOW fares my Katef what^ Sweeting, all 
JTl amojrt? 

Hor. Miftrefs^ what cheer ? 

Cath. 'Faith, as cold as can be.. • 

Pet. Pluck up thy fjpirits; look cheerfully upon one; 
Here, love,, thou feeu how diligent! am. 
To drefs thy meatmyfelf, and.bring.it thee : 
I'm fure, fweet Kate^ this kindnefs merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? nay then,, thou lov'ft it not : 
And all my pains is forted to no proof. 
Here, take away the diflt. 

Cath, I pray you, let it ftand» ' 

Pet. The pboreft fervice is repaid ^with thanks^ . 
And fo (hall mine, before you touch ithe meat. 

Caih. I thank you. Sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio^ 6c, you are to blames 
Cpme, miftrefs jKife, Ijli-hear you company. 

•i ' Pet. 
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Tet. Eat it up all^ Hortrnfio^ if ^hou loveft me; — - • 

[AJid€\ 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart; 
Kate^ eat apace. And now, my honey-love. 
Will we return unto thy father's houfe, • 

And re«el it as.Brkvelyi a'saherbleft, 
With fiiken caat$,i and. c alps; and golden ^ridgs^ 
With ruffs, .anidcu&jtand fa>Tdingal&^;, and {things ^ 
With fearfs,feindfanais^anadidouble chiflge of bratvVy^ 
With afnbcar'bracckts,beadsi, and all thife ktiavVy, 
What, haft^hou din'd? thetaylo'r fl?ay» thy leifur^, 
To.deck tky bodyrwith his ruiUing treafure* 

f' ' ■ » ■ ■ 

Enter Taylor. 
Come, taylor, let m fcfe thefe ornaments* 

Enter Haherdafher. . . i 

Lay forth the gown^ i^Yhat newswith you,- Sir? > 
Hab, Hejre is.the fi2^p;your:woirfliip did bcfpcark. • 
Fet. Why,: this was^ipoulckdion a porringer^ 
A velvet dilh ; fie^ fie, /'tis, lewdrand filthy : > 

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-^ftiell, 
, A knack, a V^y^a trick, a baby's cap. 
Aw^y w^ th it, tcomCi kt tme h^ve a bigger* 
. Catfy. V\\ hiayA)?K) biig;g^t,,this doth fit ttid time; 
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. • . » 
Fel, When you^^/gentl^, yptiltall have oAe too^ 
And not 'till the4..T: .1 i» i! .. ) - . 1 '. :; 

Hor, That will not b(e in hafte, . j . . 

Cath, Wfay^* Sir,, Lfruft, I may have leave, to fpeak^ 
And fpea,k I will.; • jI 4fn n^ child, aobabe ; > 
Your bf^Viers baiveibnd^rd x©e faymyj miiad^: . r j ^- 
And, if you!caivnQtt:bitft/you Ifiop.youti ealrsi: . 
My.t<^t>g|i^rWilt*QU.rtierfi[Wger of lAy heact, ' . >' 
Or, elf^ftayiheafrtl co»f€aUrigLit> will btdak t li - 

Ha And 
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And rather than it (hall, I wilt be free 
Even to the utraoft as I pleafe in words. 

Fet. Why, thou fajr'ft true, it is a paltry cap, 
A cuftard-coffin, a bauble, a filkcn pie; 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'ft it not. 

Cath. Love me, or love me not, 1 like the cap ;• 
And I will have it, or I will have none. . 

fet. Thy gown? why, ay ; come, taylor. Jet us fce't. 
Q mercy, heav'n, what maiking fiuflPis here? 
What ? this a fleevc ? 'tis like a demi-cannon ; 
What, up and down carv'd like an appk*tart? 
Here*s fnip, and nip, and cut, and ililh, and flafli, 
Like to a cenfer in a barber s fliop : 
Why, what a devil's napneVtaylor, talpfl thou this? 

Hor^ I fee, fhe's like toVe neither cap nor gown. 

Taj, You bid me make it orderly and well. 
According to the faftiion of th€ time. ^ 

FeU Marry, and did : but if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Gd, hop me over every ketinel home, - 
For you (hall hop without tay cuftom. Sir: 
I'll none of it ; heiic&, make your belt of it. 

Cath. I ^Cver faw a better lafliion'd gown. 
Mote quaint, more pleafing, normore commendable: 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me* 

Pif/. Why, true, hemeans to make a puppet of Ihce, 

Ttiy.i She fays, your Worfljip iliea4i5 to make a 
puppet ofher. ^ ^ i-: 

Fit. O moftmotiftrous arrogance ! ' ' ^ - 
Thou Heft, thou thread, thou thimbk, ' 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou witifter-cricket,^ thou ! 
Brav'd in mine< own houfie ^vith k Ikein: of ^hrearf : 
Away, thou rag, thou qu^htiiy,nthou rembatit, '^ 
Or I (hall fo be-mete thee with thy yard,J ' .i 
As thou (halt think on pr^ititig whilft i^hbft'Ur'ft: 
I tell thee, I, tliat thou haft ttJ^rtr'd het' gQwta. J • J. . * 

Tay. 
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Tay, Yout Worfliip is deceiv'd, the gown is made 
Juft as my raaftcr had direftion. 
Grumio gave order how it Ihould be done. 

Gru, I gave him no order, I gave him the fluff. 

Tay.But^how did you defire it (hould be made? 

Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeft to have it cut? 

Gru, Thou haft fac'd many things. 

Tay. I have. 

-Gru, Face not me : thou haft brav'd many men, 

brave not me; I will neither be fac'd, nor brav'd. I 

fay unto thee, I bid thytnstftercut out^he gown, but 

I did not bid him cut it lo pieces. Ergo^ tliou lieft. 

. Tay, Why, here is the note of t^efaftiion to teftify. 

Pet. Read it. - 

Gru. The note lies in's throat, if he fay I faid £0. 

Tay, Imprimis^ a loofe-bodied gown. 

Gru. Mafter, if ever 1 faid loofe-bodied gown, fow 
me up in the &irts of it, and beat me to death with 
a bottom of brown thread : I faid a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. With a fmall compaft cape. 

Gru. I confefs the cape* 

Tay. With a trunk-flee ve. . ^ 

Gru. I confefs two fleeves. 

Tay. The fleeves curioufly cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villany. 

Gru. Error i'th' bill. Sir, error i'th^bill: I com- 
manded, the fleeves ftiould be cut out, and fow'd up 
again; and that I'll prove upon thee, tho' thy little 
finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tay. This is true,, that I fay; an I had thee in 
place where, thou fliou'dft know it. 

Gru. lam for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete-yard, and fpare not me. 

Hori God-a-imercy, Grumio^ then he (hall have no 
odds. 

Pet, Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me. 

H 3 Gru. 
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Fet, Go take it up unto thy ras^ft^r's \*fe. 

Gru. Villain, :not for thy life: take up my mit 
trefs'sjgown for thy mafter's ufe I 

Fet. WJiy, Sir, what's yonr.<?onc€it initbat? 

Gru. Oh, Sir, the con<peit is tjee^pfer than you think 
for; : . 

Take up my miftrefs's gown unto his mafter's ufe! 
Oh, fie; fie, fie ! ... 

Pd/. MorUnfio^ fay, thou (Wilt fee the rtaylor paid. 

[Afidf. 
<Jo t^k€ it'h<2»Qe» be ^ne, apd jfay no .moue. 

Hor. Taylpti J'lLpay.thee for thyigQwUftoymorrowT 
Xake no unkindQefs<Qf;hi$.hafiy words : 
Away, I fay; commend me to thy maftcr. [Mf^i Toflor. 

P(?/. iWelU-cofne, my Katti^ w^ will pnfcp^y oar father's, 
Even in thefchoneilmc^ajbabilisn^nM: 
Our pijrfes fhail be:pr0ud^.Diir^garm€.n^ poor: 
For 'ti^ the mii^d, that wiiakejs itbe body fichi: 
And as the fun brieafcs ithf pu^ jtbe 44rfcpft.'Cloiid«^ 
So honour peereth in the meaneft habit. 
What, is the jay niore precions th%ii the laifk, 
Becaufe his feathers are mpre beautiful ? 
OrJIs the adder better th^n tbe^pj, 
Becaufe his painted fkin.cpAtents 4he ey« ? 
Oh, no, good A^fl/«;/neitber.arit'thou the worfe 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
If thou accoupt'ft it ihs^me, lay it on me; 
An4 therefore frolic ; we will hence forthwi.tjb^ 
To feztft and fport us at thy father's houfe. 
Go call my men, and kt us ftraight to him, 
An^ bring pur bopfes unto L0ng4ane end, 
There will we mount, and thi|h€^r vwalk(0.n:fqc^t» 
Jbet's (ee, I think, 'Us ^o\v fome feyen o'clock.. 
And well we may come there by dinner trimQ. , . 

,(^*A. I dare ^ffuire you, ^ir, 'ti« aA^vofl: two ; * 
And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there,. 

Pet^ It fh^U be fey en, e^e il go jip borfe. 

Look 
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Look, wbat I fpeak, "or do, or think to do, 
You are ftill crofling it; Sirs, let't alone, 
•I will not go to day, and ere I do, 
It (hall be what o'clock I fay it is. 

Hor. Why, fo ; this Gallant will command the Sun. 
[Exeunt Pet.Cath. and Hor. 

[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.] 
Lord.Who'sxviihin there? [Sly Jleeps. 

Enter Servants. 

AJliip again ! go' take him eajily up^ nnd put'Min nn his 

own apparel again. Butfie^ you' wake him net in anycqfe^ 

Serv. Itjhallbedone.my Lord; come help to bear him 

hinC4. [thdyiearofSly. 

SCENE IX.- 

Before /BdiptiR^s Houfe. 

JEn/ifr'Tranio, and the Pedant drejl like Vincentio. 

Tra. C| IR, thi« is the houfe-; pleafe it you, that 
,0 Ically 

Ped, Ay, what elfe ! anid (but I be deceived,) ^ 
Signior Baptijla may remember me 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa^ 
Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus. 

Tra, 'Tis well, atid hold your own in any cafe 
With fuch aufterity as longelh to a father. 

. £n/«r*Biondello. 

Ped, I warrant you : but. Sir, here comes your boy; 
'Twere good, he were fchoofd, 

Tra, Fear you not him; firrah, Biondello^ 
Now do your duty throughly, I advife you : - 
Imagine, 'twere the right Fi/w:«rt^*d. 

Bion, Tut, fear not me. 

Tra.. But haft thou done ihyeiJrand it^BapliJba? ^ 
H 4 Bion, 
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Eton. I told him, that your father was iq Venipe; 
And that ypu look'd for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Th' art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink;- 
Here comes Baptifta; fet your countenance, Sir. 

SCENE X. 

JEn^^r Baptifla anrf.LucentiOr 

Tra. OIGNIOR Bapiifia^ you-are happily met: 
O ..Sir, this is the genlleman I told you of; 
I pray you (land, good Father, to me now^ 
Give me Bianea for my patrimony. 

F^d. Soft, fon, Sir, by your leave, having come to 
Fadua 
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucejitio 
Made me acquainted With a weighty caufe 
Of love between your daughter and himfelf: 
.And for the good report I hear of you. 
And fox the love he beareth to your daught^ir^ 
And flie to him ; to flay him not too long, 
} am contebt in a good father's care 
To have him match'd ; and if yoSi plcafe to ate ' 
No warf^ than I, Sir, upon fome agreement,' *• 
Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing • 
With one confent to have her fo beftowed: 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signior jSa/?/2/la, of whoin I hear fo well. • 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay : 
Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me wdl. 
Right true it is, your ion Lucentio here 
Poth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him. 
Or both diffemble deeply their affeftions'; 
And therefore if you fay no more than this, .• 
That like* a father yau, will deal with him. 
And pafs my daughter a fufficient dowry. 
The match is made, and all is done, 
Your fon (hall have my daughter with conffent. 

Tra. 
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tra. I thank you, Sir, Where then do you know 
Bis we affied ; atad fuch affurance ta'en, [beft. 

As (hall with either partes agreement fland? 

Bap. Not in my houfe, Lueentio ; for, you know. 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many fervants ; 
Befides, old Gremio is hearkning ftill; 
And, haply, then we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you. Sir, 
There doth my Father lie; and there this night 
We'Jl pafs the bufinefs privately and well : 
Send for your daughter by your fervant here, 
My boy fhall fetch the fcrivener prefently. 
The wbrQ is this, that at fo flender warning 
You re like to have a thin and flender pittance. 

Bapl Itlikes me well. Go, Cambio^ hie you home, 
And bid Bidnta make her ready ftraight : 
And if you will, tell what hath happen d here: 
Lucentioi's father is arriv'd in Padua^ 
And.hiow flie's like to be Lueentws wife. 
! Luc. I pray the Gods {he may, with all my heart ! 
' >> = [Exit. 

Tra. Dally not, with the Gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptijta^ Ihall i lead the way ? 
Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer. 
Come, Sir, we will better it in Pi/a. 

Bap. lUl follow you. [Eseunt. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Lueentio and Biondello. 

• ^ LucYfhzt fa/ft thoi^, Biondello? 
Bion. Yoii faw my inafter wink and laugh upon you. 
: Luc. Bi(mdeUoi^hett of ih^t? 

Bion. Faith, nothing ; But ha's left m« here be- 
hind to expound th-e meaning or moral of his figns 
and tokens. 

He Luc. 
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Luc. I pray thee, ii[K>ratlize them. - 

Bion, Then thus. JBaptifia is fafe, talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful fon^ 

ittc. And what of biip ? 

Bion. His Paughter is to^be brp.ught by you to the 
fupper. 

Luc. And then? j 

Bm. Thq old Prifft iit St. Ittfe'i Church is at your 
command at all hoiurs. 

Luc, And what of all this ? 

Bion.l can^iot tell ; exp^tj^, ih^y are .bufied about 
a counterfeit laffurance; take you affurance of her. 
Cum prmilegio ,a^ imprimndwn Jfikum; to th' Chu>ich 
take th<: Prieft, Clerk, a;id fome iufficient honeft 
witneffes: If this be i5iot .that you look for, I have 
no more to fay, but bid ffimKa fa^rewel for ever and 
a day* 

Luc. Hezx'H thon^ Bwndelio ? 

Bion. I caiinpt tarry ; I kjitiewi a/wisnchmarcied in 
an aften;iaoi7L as 41^ went tp thie garden for parfley to 
fluff a rabbet ; and fo may you. Sir, and fo, adieu. 
Sir ; my matter Jjiath appointed me to go to St. Lukes^ 
to bid the Prieft be ready to coa;n.e againft you come 
with your Appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may and wijl, if Ihe be fo contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wher.efo»e fiiould I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, Tli roundly go about her: 
It fhall go hard, if Cami//ofto without her. . [Exit. 

s,c E N E XJL 

A green Lane. • ^ 

Enter Petrujchio, Gatharina, arid HiprXeofio* - 

Pet. /^ O M E on, o' God's nam^, once more tow Vds 

V-^- our Father's; .. . i . 

Good Lord, how bright and goodly (bines the Moon f 
Caih. The Moon! the Sun: it is not Moon^lighc 
. .. : now. ' Pet. 
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FeU I fay, it is th« Moon ihat ihines fo bright. 

Cath, I know it is the Sun that fhineS fo bright. 

Fet. Now by my mother's fon, and that's rayfelf. 
It fliall be Moon, or Star, or what I lift, 
Or ere I journey to your father's houfe : 
Go on, and fetch onrborfes back again. 
Evennore croft and croft, nothing but croft 1 

Hot. Say, as he fays, or we (hall never go. 

Ca^. EorWard I pray, fince We are come fd far. 
And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleafe: 
And if you pleafe to call it a rufli candle, 
Henceforth 1 vow it fliaill befofor me. 

Fet. I fay, it is ifh« Moon. 

Cath, I kiiN)KV, it it the Moon. 

Fet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the bleiTed Sun. 

Cath. Then, God*c bleft, it is the bkffcd Sun. 
But Sun it is not, when ypu fay it is notj 
And the. Moon cbanrges, even as your mind. ^ 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is,- 
And fo it ihttll bjB fo jfdtf Catharine. 

Hor. FetruchiOf got|iy ^vay, 'the field is won. 

Fet. Well, fdiWard, forward, thus the bowl fliould 

And not unluckily agaririft the bias : 
But foft, fome coin>paay is coming' here. 

SCENE XIII. 

'Entir^ Vincentio. 
Good-morrow, geiitfe miftrfift, where away? 

[To Vincentio. 
Tell me, fweet Kate,, and tell me truly too, 
Haft thou beheld a frdftier Gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and ted within her cheeks I 
What ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty. 
As thofe two eyes befcome that heavenly face ? 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake. 

H6 Hor. 
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Hot. He will make the man mad, to make a wo- 
man of him. 

Catk. Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefli, and 
fweet. 
Whither away, or where is thy abode? 
Happy the parents of fo fair a child ; 
Happier the man, whom favourable fiars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow ! 

Fct, Why, how now, Kate^ 1 hope, thou art not 
. mad I 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a maiden, as, thou fay'fi he is. 

Cath, Pardon, old Father, my miliaken eyes ; 
That have been fo bedazzled witli the fun. 
That every thing I look on fcemeth green. 
Now Iperceive, thou art a reverend Father): . 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miftaking. 

Fet. Do, giood old. Grandfire, and: withal, make 
known 
Which way thou tKayelleft ; if along with us. 
We (hall be joyful of thy company, . » 

Vin» Fair Sir, and ypu my *ierry Miftrieils, ' 
That with your flrange encounter much aooaz'd me ; 
My name is calFd Vincentio^ my rd welling Pi/a ; 
And bound I am to Fadua^ there to vifit 
A fon of mine, which long I have not feen. 

Fet. What is his name? 

Vin. Lucentio^ gcntlt Sir. 

Fet. Happily met, the happier for thy fon ; 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, . 
I may entitle thee my loving Father: 
The Sifter of my Wife, this. Gentlewoman, 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not. 
Nor be not griev'd, (he is of good efteem. 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem 
The Spoufe of any noble Gentlernap. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 

And 
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And wander we to fee thy honeft Son, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin. But is this true, or is it elfe your pleafure, 
Like pleafant travellers, to break a jeft 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. I do aflure thee. Father, fo it is. 

Pit, Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof: 
For our firft merriment hath made thee jealous. 

f [Exeunt Pet. Cath. and Vin, 

Hor. Well, Petruchio^ this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if (he be froward. 
Then haft thou taught Horienjio to be untoward. 

[EkU. 



A C T V. S C E N E L 

Before Lucent io's Hozife. 

Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Grcmio 
walking on onejide. # 

B lONDELLO. 

SOFTLY and fwiftly. Sir, for the Prieft is ready. 
Luc, I fly, Biondello; but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, faith. Til fee the church o' your back, 
and then come back to my Mafter as foon as I can. 

[Exit. 
Gre. I marvel, Camhio comes not all this while. 

Enter Petruchio, Catharina^ Vincentio and Grumio, 
with Attendants, 

Pet^ Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houfe, 
My Father*^ bears more towards the Mark^trplace ; 
Thither muft I, and here I leave you. Sir. 

Vin. You fliall not chufc but drink before you go ; 

I think, 
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I think, I Ihall command your welcome here ; 
And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. [Knocks, 

Qre. They're bufy within, you were beft knock 
louder. [Pedant looks out of the window. 

Fed. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down 
the gate ? 

Vin. ts Signior Xtic«n/2(7 within, Sir? 

Fed, He's within. Sir, but not to be fpoken withal. 
. Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make.merry withal? 

Fed. Keep your hundred pounds to yourfelf, he 
(hall need none as long as I live. 

Pet, Nay, I told you, your Son was belov'd in Pa- 
dua, Do you hear. Sir ? to leave frivolous circiim- 
ftances, I pray you, tell Signior Lucentio that his Fa- 
ther is come ffom Pijdy and is here at the door to 
fpeak with him. 

Fed .Thou lieft; his Father is come to Fadua^ and 
here looking out of the window, 

Vin. Art thou his Father? 

Fed. Ay, Sir, fo his Mother fays, if I may believe 
her. • 

Pet. Why, how now. Gentleman ! why, this is 
flat knavery to take upon you another man's name. 

Fed. Lay hands on the villain. I believe, he roeati^ 
to cozen foraebody in thiscityundermy countenance. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion: T Have feen them in the C hurch together. *God 
JL fend 'em good ihi|)ping ! but who is here ! 
mine old Mafter Vincentio? now we are undone, and 
brought to nothing. 

Vin. Gome hither, crackbemp. [Seeing Biondello. 

Bion. I hope, I may chufe. Sir. 

Vin. Com^e hitber, you rogue; what, have you 
forgot mc ? 
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Bhn» Eorgot you ? noi, Sir : I could not forget you, 
;for I never faw you before in all my life* 

Fm- What, you notorious villain, didft thou never 
fee thy Mafler's Father Vinceniio? 

Bian. What, my old worlhipful old mafter? yes, 
•many, Sir,lfee where he looks out of the window, 

Vin, ls\ fo indeed? [He beats 'Biondello. 

Bion, Help, help, help, here's a madman will mut* 
der me. 

Fc4.. Help, Son; help, Signior Baptifia, 

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate^ let's ftand afide, and fee .the 
*nd .of this contiopwerfy. [They retire^ 

Enter Pedant with Servants^ Baptifta and Tranio. • 

Tra. Sir, what are you,that offer to beat my fervant ? 

Vin, What am I, Sir \ nay, what are you, Sir? oh, 
immortal Gods ! oh, fine villain ! a filken doublet, a 
velvet hofe, a fcarlet cloak and a * copatain hat : oh, 
I am undone J I am undone ! while I play the good 
huib^ndat home, my fon and my fervants fpend all 
at the Univerfity. 

Tra. How ndw, what's the mafter? 

Bap. What, is this anan lunatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you feem a fober ancient Gentleman by 
your habit, but your words Ihew a mad-man ; why. 
Sir, what'concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold? 
I tJiank my gdad Father, I am able 10 maintain it. 

Vin. Thy Father! oh villain, he is a fail-maker in 
Bergamo, - ■ 

Bap. You ntiflkke. Sir, you miftak'e, Sir; pray, 
what do you think is his. name? 
• Vin. His name ? as if I knew not his name : I have 
brought him up ever fince he was three years old, and 
his name is Tranio. 

Ftd. Away, away, mad afs ! his' name* is Lu'centio : 
and he is mine only fofi, and heir to the lands of ine 
Signior Vinceniio. ' 

* •'•'^copped or pointtd, Mr. F&pe. 

Vin. 
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Vin. Lucentioi oh, he hath murdcrtsd 'his xnafter; 
lay hold of him, I charge you, in the Duke's name ; 
oh, my fon, my fon, tell me, thou villain, \vhcre is * 
my fon Lucenlio ? 

Tra, Call forth an Officer; carry this mad knave to 
the jail ; Father Baptifta^ I charge you, fees that he 
be forth-coming. * • • 

Vin, Carry me to jail ? 

Gre. Stay, Officer, he fhall not go to prifon. 

Bap, Talk not, Signior Gremio : I fay, he Ihall go 
to prifon. 

Gre. Take heed, Signior Bd/;^a, left you^be cony- 
catchM in this bufmefs; I dare fwear, this is the right 
Vincentio. 

Pei. Swear, if thou daf'ft. 

Gre, Nay, I dare not fwear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert bell fay, that I am not Lu- 
centio? 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail witbhim i 

* Enta Lu^entio and Bianca. 

Vin, Thus ftrangers may be hafd and abusM ; oh, 
monftrous villain ! 

Bion, Oh, we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny 
him, forfwear him, or elfe we are all undone. 

[E?itunt Biondeilo, Tranio and Pedant* 

SCENE III. 

Luc, T) A R D O N, fvveet Father. [Kneeling. 

JL Vin, Lives my fweet fon? 
Bian, Pardon, dear Father, 

Bap, How haft thou offended ? where is Lucenlio f 

Luc. Here's Lucentio, rlglit^Sbn to th^ right F/n- 

centio^ . • ,\ 

That 
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That have by inarriage made thy Daughter mine: 
While counterfeit fuppofers bleerM thine eyne. 

Gre» Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us all. 

Vin, Where is that damn'd Villain Tranio^ 
That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo ? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambiof 

Bian, Cambio is changed into Lucentio. 

Luc^ Love wrought thcfe miracles. Bianco' s lov« 
Made me exchange my eftate with Tranio^ 
While he did bear my countenance in thetown: 
And happily I have arrived at laft 
Unto the wiflied haven of my blifs ; 
What Tranio did, myfelf enforced him to ; 
Then pardon him, fweet Father, for my fake. * 

Vin. ril flit the villain's nofe^ that would havefi?nt 
me to the jail. 

Bap. Bat do you hear, Sir, have you married my 
Daughter without aflcing my good-will? 

Vin, Fear not, Baptijta^ we will content you, go 
to : but I will in, to be rcvcng'd on this villain. 

[ExtU 

Bap, Arid I, lo found the depth of this knavery. 

. : {Exit. 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca^ thy Father will not 
frown. [Exeunt. 

Gre. My cake is dough, but Til in among the reft, 

Out of hope of )all,.but my fhare of thefeaft. [Exit. 

[Petruchio and Catharina, advancing. 

Cath. Hufband, let's follow, to fee the end of this 
ado. 

Fct. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will. 

Cath. What, in themidft of the ftreet?* 

Tet. What, art thou afham'd of me ? 

Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ! but afliamM to kifc. 

Tet. Why, then let's home again : come, firrah, 
let's away. 

Cath. Nay, 1 will give tb^e a kifs; now pray thee, 
love, ftay. 

Tet. 



466 The Taming of the Shr£W. 

Tet. Is not this well? come, my fweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [E^^tunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to Luccntio'j Apartments, 

£ni^r Saptifla,VincentIo, Gremio, Pedant, LucentiOt 
Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Carharina, 
Grumio, Hortenfio, and Widow. Tranio'j 
fervants bringing in a banquet. 

Luc, A T Uft, tho' long, our jarring notes agree ; 
Im. And time it is, when raging war is done. 
To fpiile at Tcapes and perils over-sblown. 
My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcomfe, ^ 

While I with ielf-^fame kindn^fs welcome thine; 
Brother Petruchio^ Sifter Catharine,, 
And thou, Hortenfio^ with thy loving Widow; 
Feaft with the be^ft, and welcome. to. tny hoi^fe: 
My banquet is to clofe our ftomachs up 
After our .great good cheer : pxay'yoa,.fit.dawn ; 
J'or.now we fit to chat, as well as eat. 

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and<sat and eat I 
. Bap. Padua affords this kindnefs, Son Petruchio. 
, Pet. Pddua .siSoxds nothing but what is kind* 
. £Ior, For both our»fakes, I would that word were 
true. 

JPet. Now, for my life, Hortenfio fears his Widow. 

Wid. Then never truft me, if I be afeard. 

Pet, You arjd very fenfible, and yet you mifs my 
fei>fe : 
I mean, Hortenjio is afeard of you. 

. Wid. He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns 
Tound. : 

Pet, Roundly replied. 

Cath. .Miftrefs, how xneanyou that ? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. 
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Pet, Conceives by me, how ]Sikt% Hortenjio diat ? 

Hor. My widow fays, thus flie conceives her tale. 

Fet, Very well mended ; kifs him for that,'^ good 
Widow. 

Cath, He, that is. giddy, thinks, the world turns 
round-. — -* 
I pray you, tell me, what you ineant.by that. 

Wid, Your Hufband, being troubled with a Shrew, 
Meafures my Hufband^s fovfow by his. woe. . 
And now youinoLW my meaning. 

Cath. A very mean meaning. 

Wid. Right, I mean you. 

Cath. And I am mean^ indeed, refpeding you. 

Fet. To her, KatL 

Hor. To her. Widow. 

Fit, A hundred marks, my. iCn^^does put her down. 

Hor. That's my office. 

Fet. Spoke like an Officer'; ha' to thee, lad« 

[Drinks to 'Hortenfiai 

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick-witted folks ? 

Gre. Believeme, Sir, they butt htads togeihcr well. 

Bian, Head and butt Pan hafty-witted bddy 
Would fay, your head and butt :were head and.horti. 

Vin. Ay, miftrefs Bride, hath that awaketi'd you ? 

Bian. Ay, bur not frighted me, therefore ril fleep 
again. 

FeL Nay, that thou flialt not, finceyou have begun: 
Have at you for a better jcft or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to fhift my bufh: 
And then purfueme, as you draw your bow. 
You are welcome all. 

[Exeunt Bi^nca, Catharine, and Widow. 

Fet. She hath prevented roe^ ifcre, Signior Tranio^ 
xThis bird you.stim'd at, tho' you hit it not; . 
Therefore, a health to all that fhot and mifs'd. 

Tra, Oh, Sir, Itioen^'ofiip'd me like his grey-hound. 
Which runs himfelf, and .catches for his mafi<^r. 

Fet. A good fwift Simile, but fomething currifh. 

Tra. 
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Tra, 'Tis well, Sir, that you biliiited for yourfelf : 
'*Ti8 thought, your deer docs hold you at a bay. 

Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio^ Tranio hits you now. 

Luc, I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 

Hor. Confel6,.conrefs, hath he not hityou there? 

Pet. He has a little gallM me, I confefs; 
And as the jcft did glance away irom me^ * 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. . 

Bap.^ Now, in goodfadnefs, Son Petruchio^ 
I think, thou haft the verieft Shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, I fay, no 5 and therefore for afllirance, 
Let^s each one fend unto his Wife, and he 
Whofc Wife is moft obedient to come firft. 
When he doth fend for her, Ihall witi the wager. 

Hor. Content; ^wbat wager? 

Luc, Twenty crowns. 

Pet, Twenty crowns ! 
TU venture fo much on ray hawk or hound, 
But twenty times fo much upon my Wife. 

Luc, A hundred then. 

Hot. Content. 

Pet. A match, 'tis done. 

Hor. Who Ihall begin? 

Luc, That will 1. 
Go, Biondello^ bid your miftrefs come to me. 

Bion. I go, [£xi(' 

Bap, Son, 1*11 be ynur half, Bianca comes. 

Luc, ril have no halves : I'll bear it all myfelf. 

Re-enter Biondello. 
How now, what news? 

Bion, Sir my Miftrefs fends you word 
That flie is bufy, and cannot come. 

Pet, How?, fee's bufy and cannot <:ome, is that an 

anfwer? 
Gre. Ay, and a kind ope too : 
Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worfe. 
Pet. I hope better. 

Hor. 
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Hou Sirrah, Biondello^ go and intreat my wife, to 

come to me forthwith. [Exit BiondellOi 

Pet. Oh, oh ! intreat her I nay, then flie needs muft 

come. 
Hor, I. am afraid, Sir, do you what you can. 

Enter Biondello. 
Yours will hot be intreated : now, where'S my wife ? 

Bion. She fays, you havefome goodly jeft in hand^ 
She will not come: Ihe bids you come to her. 

Pet, Worfe and worfe, Ihe will not come ! ^ 
Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd : 
Sirrah, Grumio^ go to your Miftrefs, 
Say, I ccrmmalnd her to come to me. [Exit Gru. 

Hor, I know her anfwer. 

Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and therc*s an end, 

SCENE V. 

Enter Catharina. 
Bap. TVjO^j ^y ™y hollidam, here comes Catha.» 



rine 



Cath. What is your will. Sir, that you fend for me ? 

Pet. Where is your Sifter, and Hortenfio^'s Wife? 

Cath. They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet, Go fetch them hither; if they deny to come. 
Swinge rtie them foundly forth unto their hufbands: 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither flraight. 

(£xiV Catharina. 

• Luc' Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder, 

//^r. And fp it is ; I wonder, what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes; and love, and quiet life, 
And awful* rule, and right fupremacy : 
And, to be fliort, what not, that'i fweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fairbcfal thee, good Petruchw! 

• The 
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The wager thou haft won ; and I will add 
Unto their lofles twenty thouf and crowns. 
Another dowry to another Daughtev; 
For fhe is changed, as (he had never been, 

Fet. . Nay, I- will win my wager better yet, - 
And (how more fign of her obedience, 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Enttr C'atharina, Biancai<i7z^']Vi^ou;. 
See, where ibe comes, and brings your froward wives 
As prifoners: to her womanly pcrfuafion : 
Catharine^ that Cap of yours becomes you lidt;. 
OiF with that baublcv throw itunder foot, 

[She pMs offl her £0p^ emdKihr&wi it: doan. 

Wid. Lord, let.mc never have aicaufeto fighl, . 
Till I be^brought to fuch.a filly^paft. .. 

Bian. Fie,what a foolifliduty call ybu.this? 

Xttc. I would, your duty were, as 'foolifh too i 
The wifdom of. your duty^ fair Bianca^' 
doft me an hundred crowns fince fupper-time. 

Bian, The mofeffoolyous' fcTr laj^ng-'on my duty. 

Fet, Catharine^ I charge thee, tell thefe headftrong 
Women, 
What duty they owe to their Lords and Hufbands. 

Wid. Come, come, you're mockrng; we will have 
no telling. 

Fit, Come oi>, I fay, s^xid firft begin with her. 

Wid. She Ihall not^ . , 

FtL I fay, {he fliall; and firft begin with her, 

Caih,» Fie .' fie ! unknit that threa^ning.unkind brow. 
And dart not fcornful glances from thpfc eyes. 
To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor. 
It blots thy beauty, as froils bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds fliakefair buds; 
And in no .fe^i^ is meet»or amiabjle.,. 
A Woman naoy^d i^ like a fpunijain trpubled^' .. 
Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft pf beauty; 
And while it is foj, noixe fo dry or thirfty , 
Will dain to fip, or touch one dtap of it. 

Thy 
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Thy. Hulband is thy Lord, thy Liie, thy Keeper, 

Thy Head, thy Sovereign; one that cares for'thce. 

And for. thy maintenance: commits his body 

To painful labour, both by fea and land ; 

To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 

While thou ly'ft warm at home, fecure and fafe, 

Andxraves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience; 

Too little payment for fo great a debt. 

Such duty as the Subjeft owes the Prince, 

Even fuch a woman oweth to her hufband : 

And when flie's froward, peevifh, fullen, fower. 

And not obedient to his honeft will; 

Wliat is (he but a foul contending Rebel, 

And gracelefs Traitor to her loving Lord? 

I am afham'd, that Women are fo firaple 

To offer war where they fliould kneel for peace ; 

Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and f way. 

When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies foft, and weak and fmooth. 

Unapt to toil and trouble in t^ie world. 

But that our foft conditions and our hearts 

Should well agree with our external parts ? 

Come, come, you fro ward and unable worms, 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours. 

My heart as great, my reafon haply more. 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown; 

But, now I fee, our launces are but firaws. 

Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs pad compare; 

That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are. 

Then vale your ftomachs, for it is no boot. 

And place your hands below y6ur Hufband's foot : 

In token of which dlity, if he pleafe, 

My hand is ready, may it do him eafe. 

Fet, Why, there's a wench : come on, and kift 
me, Kate. 

Xuc. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou fhalt ha't. 

Vin. Tis a good hearing, when children are toward, 
, LtiC. 
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Luc^ But a harfli hearing, when women are froward. 
Tet. Comc^Kate^ we'll to bed ; 
We three are married, but you two are fped. 
^Twas I won the wager, tho' you hit the white ;* 
And being a winner, God give you good«night. 

[Exeunt Petruchio and Catharina. 

Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curft 

Shrew. 

' Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, flie will be 

tam'd fo- [Exeunt omnes. 

y,nter two fervants hearing Sly in his own apparel^ and 
leaving him on the Stage. Then enter a Tapfter. 

Sly awaking,] Sim, give's fome more wine — what^ ali 
the Players gone? am net 1 a Lord? 

Tap. A Lord, with a murrain! come, art thou drunk 
Jill? 

Sly. Who's this? Tapfter! oh, I have had the hravefi 
dream that ever thou heardji in all thy life. 

Tap. Yea, marry, hut thou hadji heji get thee home, for 
your Wife will courfe you for dreaming here all night. 

Sly. Willjhe? I know how ^o tame a Shrew. 1 dreamt 
upon it all this night, and thou hajl wak'd me out of the 
heft dream that ever I had. But VU to my Wife and tame 
her too, iffhe anger me. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 

The Counkfs of Roufillons Houjc in France. 

Enter Bertram, the Countefs of Roufillon^ Helena, ant 
Lafeu, dl in Mourning. 

Countess, 

IN diffevering my fon from me, I bury a fccoiwi 
hulband. 

Ber, And I in going, Madam, weep o'er my fa- 
ther's death anew ; but I muft attend his Majefty'f 
command, to whom I am now in ward^ evermore in 
fubje&ion. 

Laf You {hall find of the King a hufband. Ma- 
dam ; you. Sir, a father. He, that fo generally is at 
all times good, muft of neceflity hold his virtue to 
you; whofe wbrthinefs would ftir it up where it 
wanted, rather than flack it where there is fuch abun* 
darnie. 

Count » What hope is there of his Majefty's amend- 
ment? 

Laf He hath abandon'd his phyficians, R|adam^ 
under whofe praSices he hath perfecuted tinie with 
hope; and finds no other advantage in the procefs^ 
but only the lofing of hope by timel 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (O, 
that Jiad I how fad a Prefage 'tis I) whofe fkill was 
almoft as great as his honefty ; had it ftretch'd fo far, 
it would have made nature immortal, and death 
fliould have play'd for lack of work. 'Would, for 
Is the 
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the King's fake, he were living ! I think, it would 
be the death of the King's difeafe. 

Laf. How call'd you the man you fpeak of, 
Madam ? 

Count, He was famous. Sir, in his profefHon, and 
it was his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narbon, 

Laf, He was excellent, indeed. Madam; the King 
very lately fpoke of him admiringly, aud mourn- 
ingly : he was Ikilful enough to have liv'd ftill, if 
knowledge could be fet up againft mortality. 

Ber, What is it, my good lord, the King lan- 
guifhes of? 

Laf, A fiftula, my lord. 

Ber, I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count, His fole child, ray lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, 
that her education promifes her ; difpofition (he in- 
herits, which makes fair gifts fairer ; for where an 
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there, com- 
mendations go with pity ; they are virtues and trai- 
tors too : in her they are the better for her fimple- 
nefs ; flie derives her honefty, and atchieves her 
goodnefs. 

Laf, Your commendations. Madam, get from her 
tears. 

Count,. 'Tis the bcft brine a maiden can feafon her 
praife in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of 
this, Helena, go to, no more; left it be rather thought 
you aflPeft a forrow, than to have it. 

Hel, I do affeft a forrow, indeed, but 1 have it too. 

Laf, Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
exceflive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count, If the living be not enemy to the grief, the 
excefs makes it foon mortal. 

Ber. 
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Ber, Madam, I deGre your holy wiihes. 

Laf. How underftand we that ? 

Count* Be thou bkft, Bertram^ and fucceed thy fa- 
ther 
In manners as in (hape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birth-right 1 Love ail, truft a few. 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than ufe; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for filence, 
But never tax'd for fpcech. What heav'n more will. 
That thee may fumifh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy Jiead ! Farewel, my lord ; 
'Tis an unfeafon'd courtier, good my lord, 
Advife him. 

Laf. He cannot want the befi, 
That Ihall attend his love. 

Count. Heav'n blefs him I Farewel, Bertram. 

[Em Cauntefs. 

Ber, [To Hel.] The beft wiihes, that can be forg'd 
in your thoughts, be fervants to you ! Be comforta- 
ble to my mother, your miftrefs, and make much of 
her. 

Laf, Farewel, pretty lady, you muft hold the 
credit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 

S C E N E 11. 

Hel. /^ H, were that all ! 1 think not on my 

\J father ; 
And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more, 
Than thofe I flied for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but my' Bertrams. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none. 
If Bertram be away. It were all one, 
That I fliould love a bright partic'lar ftar, 
And think to wed it ; he is fo above me : 

1 3 In 
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In his bright radiance ^ and collateral light 

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere. 

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf ; 

The hind; that would be mated by the lion, 

Muft die for love. 'Tvvas pretty, tho' a plague. 

To fee him every hour; to fit and draw 

His arched brows, bis hawking eye, his c^rls. 

In our heart's table : hearty too capable 

Of every line and trick of his fweet favour ! — — 

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Muft fandiiy his. relics. Who cosnesr b&ct I 

MnUr ParoUeti. 

One, that goes with him: I lo^vehitoeifitothiA fak^. 

And yet I know him a notorious liar ; 

Think him a great way fooL, iblely 9i cowaid; 

Yet thefe fix'd evils fit fo fin in him. 

That they take place, when, wtufi^s fleidiy boAM 

Look bleak in the cold wind ; full oft we fee 

Cold wifdom waiting on fupfirftixQus lolly* 

S C E N E in. 



Far. qAVE you, fair Qu 
O Hd. Andvou. A^ 



jueen. 
Hd. And you, Monarch* 

Fau No. 

jKrf. And no*-. 

Tar. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

HeL Acf : you have fbme ftain of foldier in»you; 
let me alk you a queftion. Maq is enemy ^ virgin 
nity, how may we barricado it ags^inft him ? 

Far. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he affails ; and our virginity, tho' valiant, 
in the defence yat is weak: unfipld to us fome waarlike 
Tefiftance. 

* and collateral light.] coliateral for ufiiBed^ i. e* in the Ra« 

diance of his refleSed light; not in his SpAere^ or diuH Light. Mil" 
hn nfcs the Word, in the fame Senfe^ fpeaUng of the Son. 

Of high collateral Gloryp Book lo. t. 86. 

Par. 
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Par. There is none : man, fetting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 

HeL Biefs our poor virginity from underminerl 
and blowers up ! — .Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? 

Far, Virginity being blown down, man will quick* 
KcT be blown up : marry, in blowing him down 
again, with the breach yourfelves made, you lofe 
your city. It is not politic in the commonwealth 
of nature, to preferve virginity, Lofs of virginity is 
rational increafe ; and there was never virgin got, 
'till virginity was. firft loft. That, you were made ot 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once 
loft, may be ten times found : by being ever kept, it 
is ever loft ; 'tis too cold a companion: away with't. 

Hel. I will fiasbd for't a little^ though therefore I 
die a virgin. / 

Par. There's little can be faid in' t; 'tis againft the 
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, 
is to accuie your mother ; which is moft infallible 
dtfobediencc. As he, that hangs himfelf, fo is a vir* 
ginf virginity murders itfelf, and {hould be buried in 
highways out of all fanflified limit, as a defperate 
ofFendrefs againft nature. Virginity breeds mites, 
much like a cjieefe ; confumes itfelf to the very par- 
ing, and fo dies with feeding its own ftomach. Be- 
fides, virginity is peevifti, proud, idle, made of felf- 
Iqve, which is the moft prohibited fin in the canon. 
iCecp it not, you cannot chufe but lofe by't. Out 
with't; within ten years it will make itfelf two, which 
is a goodly increafe, and the principal itfelf not 
much the worfe; Away with't. 

Hel. How might one do. Sir, to lofe it to her own 
liking ? 

Par. Let me fee. Marry, ill, to like him that ne'er 

it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with 

lying. The longer kept, the lefs worth : ofi" with't, 

while 'tis vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. 

1 4 Vir- 
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Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap out of 
fafhion: richly fuited, but unfuitable; jufi like the 
brooch and the tooth-pick, which we wear not now; 
your date is better in your pie and your porridge, 
than in your cheek ; and your virginity, yoiir old 
virginity, is like one of our French withered pears ; it 
looks ill, it cats drily ; marry, 'tis a wither'd pear: 
it was formerly better ; marry, yet 'tis a wither d 
pear. "Will you any thing with it ? 

HeL Not my virginity yet. 
There fhall your mafter have a thoufand loves, 
A mother, and a mifbefs, and a friend, 
[A phoenix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddefs, and a fovereign, 
A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear ; 
His humble ambition, proud humility ; 
His jarring concord; and his difcord dulcet ; 
His faith, his fweet difafter; with a world 
Ofpretty fond adoptions chriftendoms. 
That blinking Cupid goflips* Now fhall he — ] 
I know not, what he Ihall — God fend him well !— 
Xhe court's a learning place — and lie is one-— 

Par, What one, i'faith ? 

Hel. That I wifh well — 'tis pity 

Par. What's pity? 

HeL That wifliing well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt ; that We the poorer born^ 
Whofe bafer ftars do fliut us upin^viflies. 
Might with efiFefts of them follow our friends : 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which never 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Monfieur Parolles^ 
My lord calls for you. [Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewel ; if I can remember thee, 
I will think of thee at court, 

HeL 
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HeL Monfieur ParolUs^ you were born under a 
charitable ftar. 

Par. Under Mars^ I. 

HeL I efpecially think, under Mars, 

Far. Why under Mars? . 

HeL The wars have kept you fo under, that you 
muft needs be born under Mars. 

Par, When he was predominant. 

HeL When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 

Par. Why think you fo? 

HeL You go fo much backward, when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. 

HeL So is running away, when fear propofes fafety : 
but thecompoGtion,thatyourvalourandfear makes in 
you, is a virtue of a good ming,and I like the wear well. 

Par, 1 am fo full of bufmefles, as I cannot anfwer 
thee acutely: I will return perfeft courtier ; in the 
which, my inftruflion fhall ferve to naturalize thee, fo 
thou wilt be capable of courtier's counfel, and un- 
derftand what advice fhall thruft upon thee; elfe thou 
dieft in thine unthankfulnefs, and thine ignorance 
makes thee away ; farewel. When thou haft leifure, 
fay thy prayers ; when thou haft none, remember thy 
friends; get thee a good hufband, and ufe him as he 
ufes thee : fo fareweL [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

HeL /^ UR remedies oft in ourfelvei do lie, 

V>^ Which we afcribe to heav'n. The fated Iky 
Gives us free fcope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our flow defigns, when -we ourfelves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love fo high, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye? 
The mightieft fpace in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes; and kifs, like native things. 
Impoflible be ftrange attempts, to tliofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe; and do fuppofe. 

I 5 What 
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What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrovc 
To ihe^v her merit, that did mifs her love? 
The King^s difeafe — my projefi may deceive me. 
But my intents are fixM, and will not leave me. 

[Exit. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Court o/* France. 

Flourijh Cornets. Enter the King ^France with letters, 
and divers Attendants, 

King. »TnHE Florentines and Senoys are by th' ears ; 
X Have fought with equal fortune, and con- 
tinue 
A braving war. 

I Lord. So 'tis reported, Sir. 

King. Nay, 'tis moft credible ; we here receive it. 
A certainty vouched from our coufin Auftria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy aid; wherein our deareft friend 
Prejudicates the bufinefs, and would feem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wifdorti. 
Approved fo to your Majefty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our anfwer; 
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave 
To fland on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well ferve 

A nurfery to our gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. 
King. What's he comes here ; 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolled. 

I Lord. It is the count Roufillon^ my good lord, 
young Bertram. 

King. 
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King, Youth, thou bear ft thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte. 
Hath well composed thee. Thy father's moral partg^ 
May'ft thou inherifc^oo ! Welcome to Faris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majefty's. 

King. I would, I had that corporal foundnefs now. 
As when thy father and myfelf in friendfhip 
Firft try'd out foldierfliip: he did look far 
Into the fervice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the brav'ft. He lafted long ; 
But on us both did haggifh age fieal on. 
And wore us out of a,&. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father; in his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well obferve 
To day in our young lords; but they may jcft. 
Till their own fcom return to them unnoted. 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour: 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitternefs 
Were in him ; pride or {harpnefs, if there were, 
His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour. 
Clock to itfelf, knew the true minute when 
Exceptions bid him fpeak ; and at that time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him. 
He us'd as creatures of another place. 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks; 
Making them proud; and bis humility. 
In their poor praifc, he humbled: Such a man 
Might be a copy to thefe younger times ; 
Which, followed well, would now demonftrate them 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, 
As in your royal fpeech. [fay, 

Wn^. 'Would, I were with him! he would. always 
(Methinks, 1 here him now; his plaufive words 
He fcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there, and to bear;) Let me ^ot live, — 

16 ' Thus 
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(Thus his good melancholy oft began. 
On the cataflrophe and heel of psdlime. 
When It was out,) let me not live, (quoth he,) 
After my flame lacks oil; to be the fnuff 
Of younger fpirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes 
All but new things difdain; whofe judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments; whofe conftancies 

Expire before their faihions ; this he wiCbM. 

I, after him, do after him wiih too, 

(Since I not wax. nor honey, can bring home,) 

1 quickly were diiTolved from my hive. 

To give fome labourer room. 

2 Lord, You're loved. Sir ; 
They, that lead lend it you, fhall lack you firft. 

King, I fill a place, I know't. How long is't, count. 
Since the phyfician at your father s died ? 
He was much famM. 

Ber, Some fix months fince, my lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet ; — 

Lend me an arm;— the reft have worn me out 

With feveral applications ; nature and ficknefs 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, count. 
My fon's no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your Majefty. [Flauri/h. Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Countefs's at Roufillon. 

Enter Countefs^ Steward and Clown, 

Count. T Will now hear; what fay you of this gen- 
X tlewoman ? 
Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content, I wiih might be found in the calendar of 
my paft endeavours ; for then we wound our modefty, 
and make foul the clearnefs of our deferyings, when 
of ourfelves we pubiiQi them. 

Count, 
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Count, What does this knave here? get you gone. 
Sirrah: the complaints, I have heard of you, I do 
not all believe ; 'tis my flownefs that I do not, for, 
I know, you lack not folly to commit them, and 
have ability enough to make fuch knaveries yours. 

Clo, 'Tis not unknown to you. Madam, I am a 
poor fellow. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Clo. No, Madam; 'tis not fo well that I am poor, 
tho^ many of the jich are damn'd'; but, if I have 
your ladyfliip's good will to go to the world, IJbtl the 
woman and I will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

ClO' I do beg your good will in this cafe. 

Count. In what cafe? 

Clo. In yheVs cafe, and mine own ; ferviceis no he- 
ritage, and, I think, I fhall never have the blefllng of 
God, 'xill I have IfFue of my body ; for they fay, 
beams are bleffings. 

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry, 

CIq. My poor body. Madam, requires it. I am 
driven on by the Flelh; and he muft needs go, that 
the devil drives. 

Count. /Is this all your worftiip's reafon ? 

Clo. Faith, Madam, I have other holy reafon, fuch 
as they are. 

Count. May the world knovy them ? 

Clo. I have been. Madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and all flelh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, fooner than thy wickednefs. 

Oo. I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to 
have friends for my wife's fake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. Y' are fhallow. Madam, in great friends; for 
the knaves come to do that for me, which I am weary 
of; he,thateares my land, fpares my team, and gives 
me leave to inn the crop 5 if I be his cuckold, he's 

my 
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my drudge ; he, that comforts my wife, is the che- 
rimer of my flefh and blood ; he, that cheriflieth my 
flefli and blood, loves my flefh and blood ; he, that IoVe$ 
myflefli and blood, is my friend: ergo^ be, that kifles 
my wife, is my friend. If men could be contented 
to be what they are, there were no fear in marriage; 
for young Charbon the puritan, and old Poyfam th$ 
papift, howfoe'er their hearts are fever'd in religion, 
their heads are both one; they may joul horns toge- 
ther, like any deer i' th' herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthM and ca- 
lumnious knave? 

Clo. A prophet, I, Madam ; and I fpeak the truth 
the next way. 
For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 

fhall find ; 
Your marriage comes by deftiny, your cuckow fingi 
by kind. 

Count, Get you gone. Sir, Fll talk with you more 
anon. 

Stew. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid He- 
len come to you; of her I am to fpeak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak 
with her ; Helen I mean. 

Clo. *Was this fair face thecaufe, quoth flie. 

[Singing, 
Why the Grecians facked Troy? 
Fond done, fond done ; for Paris^ he, 
Was this King Prianispy. 
With that flie fighed as Ihe flood, 

* Was this fair face th caufe, quoth fke, 

Why the Grcciinsfacked Troy ? 

Fond done, fond done; 

Was this King Priam'j jo;.] This is a Stanza of an old 
BaHad, out of which a Word or two arcdropl, equally neceifary to 
make the Scofe atid the alternate Rhime. For it was not Helen, who 
was King Prwm's Joy, but Paris. The third Line therefore fhould 
be read thus^ 

Fond done, fond done, for Paris, he« 

And 
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And gave this fentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
There's yet one good in ten. 

Court. What, one good in ten? You corrupt the 
fong, Sirrah. 

Cio, One good woman in ten, Madam, which is> 
a purifying o' th' fong : 'would, God would ferve the 
world fo all the year! we'd find no fault with the 
tythe- woman, if I were the Parfon; one in ten, quoth 
a' f an we might have a good woman bom but every 
blazing ftar, or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the 
lottery well; a man may draw his heart out, ere he 
pluck one. 

Count. You'll be gone. Sir knave, and do a& I 
command you ? 

Clo. That man that fhoujd be at a woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done I tho' honefty be no pu- 
ritan, yet' it will do no hurt ; it will wear the furplis 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart: I 
am going, forfooth, the bufmefs is for Helen to come 
hither. [Exit. 

Count. Well, now. 

Stew. Iknow, Madam,you love your gentlewoman 
intirely. 

Count. Faith, I do; her father bequeath'd her to 
me ; and ftie herfelf, without other advantages, may 
lawfully make title to as much love as flie finds ; there 
is more owing her, than is paid; and more fiiall be 
paid her, than flie'll demand. 

Stew, Madam, I was very late more near her, than, 
I think, {he wifh'd me; . alorle fhe was, arid did com* 
municate to herfelf her own words to her own ears ; 
(he thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not 
any ftranger fenfe. Her matter was, me lov d your 
foh; Fortune, fhe faid, was no Goddefs, that had 
put fuch difference betwixt their two eftates ; Love, 
no God, that would not extend his might, only 
where qualities were level 5 Diaiia^ no queen of Vir- 
gins, 
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gins, that would fuffer her poor Knight to be fur- 
prizM without refcue in the firft affault, or ranfom 
afterward. This fhe delivered in the moft bitter touch 
of forrow, that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim in ; 
which I held it my duty fpeedily lo acquaint you 
withal ; fithence, in the lofs that may happen, it 
concerns you fomething to know it. 

Count. You have difcharg'd this honeftly, keep it 
to yourfelf ; many likelihoods inform' d me of this 
before, which hung fo tottering in the balance, that 
I could neither believe nor mifdoubt; pray you, 
leave me; ftall this in your bofom, and I thank you 
for your honeft care : I will fpeak with you further 
anon. [Exit Steward, 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Helena. 

Count. T? V'Nfo it was with me, when I was young; 
XL If we are nature's, thefe are ours : this 
thorn 
Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ; 
It is the ftiow and feal of nature's triiih, 
Where love's ftrong pafTion is impreft in youth ; 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our fauhs, or then we thought them none. 
Her eye is fick on t ; I obferve her now. 

Hel, What is your pleafure. Madam? 

Count, Helen ^ you know, I am a mother to you, 

HeL Mine honourable miftrefs. 

Cown^ Nay, a Mother? 
Why not a. mother? when I fald a mother, 
Methought, you faw a ferpent; what's in mother. 
That you ftart at it? I fay, I'm your mother ; 
And put you in the catalogue of thofe. 
That were enwombed mine ; 'tis ofteii feen, 

Adop- 
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Adoption ftrives with nature; and choice breeds 
* A native flip to us from foreign feeds. 
You nc^er opprefl me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I exprefs to you a mother's care : 
God's mercy I maiden, do's it curd thy blood. 
To fay, I am thy mother? what's the matter, 
Tliat this diftemper'd meffenger of wet. 
The many-colour'd /m, rounds thine eyes? 
Why, that you are my daughter? 

HeL That I am not. 

Count, I fay, I am your mother, 
'' HeL Pardon, Madam. 

The Count Ronjillon cannot be my brother; • 
I am from humble, he from honoured, name ; , 
No note upon my parents, his all noble. 
My matter, my dear lord he is; and I ; '' 

His fervant live, and will his vaffal die : 
He muft not be my brother. 

Count, Nor I your mother ? • 

HeL You are ' my mother. Madam; 'would you 
were, ' 

(So that my lord, your fon, were not my brother) 
Indeed, my mother! — or were you both our mothers 
(I can no more fear, than I do fear hcav'n,) 
So I were not his lifter: can't no other. 
But I your daughter, he muft be my brother ? — 

Count. Yes, Helen^ you might be my daughter-in- 
law; 
God fhicld, you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ftriye upon your pulfe ! what, pale again ? 
My fear hath catch'd your fondnefs. — Now I fee 
The myflery of your lonelinefe, and find 
Your fait tears' head; now to all fenfe 'tis grofs. 
You love my fon ; invention is afham'd, 

*• A native Jlip to us Jrom foreign feeds,] The Integrity of the Meta- 
phor requires we (hould rczd Jeads^ i. e. Stocks, Stools, (as they arc 
called by the Gardeners,) from whence young Slips, or Suckers arc 
propagated- 

Againft 
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Againft the proclamation of thy paflion., 
To fay, thou doft not ; therefore tcli^inc true : 
But tell me then, 'tis So. For^ look, thy checks 
Confefs it one to th'other; and thine eyes 
See it fo grofly (howti in thy behaviour. 
That in their kind they fpeak it : only fin 
And hellilh obftinacy tie thy tongue. 
That truih fliould be fufpeded; fpeak, is't fo ? 
If it be not, you've wound a goodly clew : 
If it be fo, forfwear't ; howe'er, 1 charge fchcc. 
As heav'n ihall work in me for thine avail. 
To tell me truly. 

Hel. Good'MadaniH pardon zne. 

Count. Do you love my fon ? 

HtL Your pardon, noble miflrefs* 

Count. Love you my fon? 

Hel. Do not you love him. Madam? 

Count. Go not about; my love hath iu't a bond, : 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, difclofe 
The ftate of your afie^lion; for your paiHons 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then, I confefs, 
Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you. 
That before you, and nexi unto high heav'n, 
I love your fon : 

My friends were poor, but honeft; fo's my love ; 
Be not offended; for it hurts not him, ^, 

That he is lovM of me; I follow him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuit; 
Nor would I have him, 'till I do deferve him ; 
Yet never know, how that defert (ball be. 
I ^now, I love in vain*; ftrive againfi hope ; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible (ieve, 
I ftill pour in the waters of my love. 
And lack not to lofe ftill; thus, /n^wn-like. 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The fun that looks upon his worlhipper. 
But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam, 

Let 
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Let not your hate incount^r with my love, 
For loving where you do ; but if yourfclf, 
Whofe aged honour cites a virtuDus^ youth. 
Did ever in fo true a flame of liking 
Wifli chaflly^ and love djearly, that your Dian 
Was both herfelf and lawc \ O then, give pity 
To her, whofe ftatte is fuck, that cannot, chiile 
But lend-,.and.give^ wheiie flic is fure to lofie ;. 
That feeks not to fijKl t&at; which fearch. implies 7 
But, riddle-like, lives fweetly, where flbie. diet. , 

Count. Had you not lafcly an intfi&t, fpeak. truly. 
To go to Fans ? 

Hd. MadafflQ,. I iiad«. 

Count. Wherefore ? tell true. 

Hd^ LYftiiU teii t(ruth;i by Grace iitfelf, I fwesE. 
You kn^aw^ my father left me fome pcefcriptionsi 
Of rare and:proy'deiFe£b; fuch a£ his> ceajdiixg 
And manifelt experience had colle&ed 
For general fov'ieigBLty;; and that be will!d»ur» 
In^ beedfuirft refervation to beftow them. 
As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were. 
More than they were in note: amongft the reft. 
There is a remedy, approved, fet down, 
To cure the defperate languifliings, whereof 
The King is rendered lolL 

Count. This was your motive for Taris^ was it, 
fpeak ? 

HtL My lord your fon made me to think of this ; 
Elfe Paris^ and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converfation of my thoughts. 
Haply been abfent then. 

Count, But think you,Melen^ 
If you Ihould tender your * fuppofed aid, 
He would receive it ? he and his phyficians , ' 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him :* 
They, that they cannot help. How fhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools,| 

♦ ^^-"-/ufpo/ed aid,] Juppojed for propping, fupportixr^. 

Env. 
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Emboweird of their dodrine, have left o£F 
The danger to itfelf ? 

Hd, There's fomething hints 
More than my father s {kill, (which was the great'ft 
Of his profeffion,) that his good receipt. 
Shall for my legacy be fanfiified 
By th' lockieft ftars in heav'n ; and, would your honour 
But give ^ine leave to try fuccefs, I'd venture 
The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's Cure, 
By fuch a day and hour* 

Count. Doft thou believ't ? 

HeL Ay, Midam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou fliaU have tny leave and 
love; V- '. • ^:. • . 

Means and attendants; and my loving greetings ^ 
To thofe of mine in Court. TU ftay at home. 
And pray God's blefling into thy attempt : 
^egone, to-morrow ; and be fare of this, • . 
What I can help thee to, thou fhalt not niifs. 

. . [Exeunt, 



ACT II. S C E N E 1. 

The Court (j/" France. 

Enter the King^ with divers young Lords taking leave for 
the Florentine war, Bertram and Parolles. 

Flouri/h Cornets.^ 

K I N G. ^ 

FAREWEL, young Lords: thefe warlike prin- 
ciples 
Do not throw from you : you, my Lords, farewel ; 
Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain, 
The gift doth ftretch itfelf as 'tis received, 
And is enough for both. 

I Lord, 
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1 Lord, 'Tis our hope, Sir, 
After well-enter'd foldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confefs, it owns the malady 
That doth my life befiege; farewel, young Lords 5 
Whether I live or die,, be you the fons 
Of worthy Frenchmen; let higher Italy 
(Thofe 'bated, that inherit but the Fall 
Of the laft Monarchy?) fee, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 
The braveil Queftant flirinks, find what you feek, 
That Fame may cry you loud : I fay, farewel. 

2 Lord, Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty ! 
King, Thofe girls oi Italy ^ take heed of them; 

They fay, our French lack language to deny. 
If they demand: beware of being captives. 
Before you ferve. 

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King, Farewel. Come hither to me. [Tb Attendants. 

[Exit. 

I Lord. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will ftay 
behind us ! 

Tar. Tis not his fault; the fpark 

.2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars. 

Far. Moll admirable ; I have feen thofe wars. 

Ber. 1 am commanded here, and kept a coil with. 
Top young, and the next year, and ''tis too early. 

Far. An thy mind ftand to it, boy, fteal Jiway 
bravely. 

Ber. Shall I ftay here the forehorfe to a fmock, 
Creeking my flioes on the plain mafonry, 
'Till honour be bought up, and no fwotd worn 
But one to dance with ? by heav'n FU fleal away. 

1 Loid. There's honour in the theft. 
Far. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord. I am your acceffary, and fo farewel. 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 

body. I Lord^ 
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X Lord. Farewel, Captain. 
8 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolles /- 



Par, Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin ; 
good fparks and luftrous. A word, .good metals. 
You fhall find in the regiment of the SpiniL, one cap- 
tain Spuria with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here 
on his finifter cheek; it was this very fword en- 
trench'd it ; lay to him, I live, and obfcrvc his re- 
ports of me. 

2 Lord. We fcall, noble captain. [ye do ? 

Far. Mars doat on you for his novices ! what will 

Ber. Stay; the King — [Eiuuni Lords. 

Fau Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the noble 
Lords, yon have reftrainM yourfclf within the lift of 
too cold an adieu; be more expreflive to them, for 
they wear themfclves in the cap of the time, there, 
to mufter true gait, eat, fpeak, and move under the 
influence of the moft received ftar ; and tho' the devil 
lead the meafure, fnch are to be followed : after them, 
and take a more dilated farewel. 

Ber. And I will do fo. 

Far. Worthy fellows, and like to prove moftfinewy 
fword-men. 

SCENE II. 

Enter the King^ and La feu. 

Laf. TJARDON, my Lord, for me and for my 
JL tidings. 

King. I'll fee thee to fiand up. 
Laf. Then here's a man ftands, that hath bought 
his pardon. 
I would, you hadkneel'd, my Lord, to aCk me mercy; 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. 

King. I would, I had ; fo I had broke thy pate. 
And aflc'd thee mercy for't. 

Laf» Goodfaith, acrofs s -but, my good Lord, 

'tis thus ; 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? 

King. No. I^f, 
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Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ? ^ 
Yes, but you will, an if [cine^ 

My royal fox could reach them: I have feon a medi- 
That's able to breathe life into a Aone ; 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance -Canary 
With fprightly fire and motion; whole fimple touch 
Is powerful to araife K.ing Fepin^ nay, 
To give great CharUmain a pen in's hand, 
..And write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this ? [rivM, 

Laf. Why, doftor-ftie : my Lord, there'* one ar- 
If yon will iee her. Now, by my faith end honour. 
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my. ligh't deliverance, I have fpoke 
With one, that in her fex, her years, profeffion, 
Wifdom and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee her. 
For that is her Demand, and know her buiinefs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good LafetL, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee , 
May fpend our wonder too, or take of thine^ 
By wond*ring how thou took'fi it. 

Laf. N^y, Fll fit you. 
And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeu* 

King^ Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf. [Returns.\ Nay, come your ways. 

[Bringing in Helena. 

King. This hafte hath wings, indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
* This is his Majcfly, fay your mind to him ; 
A traitor you do look like ; but fuch traitors 
His Majefty feldom fears ; Fm Creffid's uncle. 
That dare leave two together ; fare yoU well. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

King. XT O W, fair One, do's your bufinefs fol- 
jAI low us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good Lord. Gcrrard 
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A ftrutnpet's boldnefs, a divulged (hame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwife, no worfe of worft extended ; 
With vileft torture let my life be ended. 

King. Metbinks, in thee, fopae bleifed Spirit doth 
. fpeak: 
His power fu^^founds within an organ weak ; , 
And what imppffibility would flay 
In common fcofe,.fenfe faves another way. 
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eflimatc : 
Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage^ virtue, all' 
That happinefs ai^d prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs ixiuft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defpcrate. 
Sweet Praflifer, thy phyfic I will try; 
That minifters thine own death, if I die. 

HeL If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, , 
And well deferv'd ! Not helping, death^s my fee ; 
But if I help, what do you promife me? 

King. Make thy demand. 

HeL But will you make it even? 

King, Ay, by ray fceptre, and my hopes of heaven. 

HeL Then flialt thou give me, with thy kingly hand. 
What Husband in thy power I will command. 
Exempted be fiom me the arrogance ., 
To chufe from forth the royal blood o^irante; 
My low and humble name to propagate. 
With any branch or impage of thy llate : 
But fuch a one thy vaflal, whom I know 
Is free for me to alk, thee to beftow. 

King, Here is my hand, the premifes obferv^d. 
Thy will by my performance (hall be ferv'd: i 
So, make the choice of thine own time; fori, 
Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ftill rely. 
More fliould I queftion thee, and more I muft; 
(Tho' more to know, could npt be more to truft:) 

, . From 
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From whence thou cam'ft, how tended on,— but reft 
Unqueftion d welcome, and undoubted bleft. 
Give me fome help here, hoa ! if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed fliall match thy deed. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 



Count. 



Vhangiss, to Roufillon. 
Enter Countefs and Oown. 

COME on, Sir J I (hall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. ^ 

Clo. I will (hew myfelf highly fed, and lowly 
taught; I know, my bufinefs is but to the court. 

Count. But to the court? why, what place make 
you fpecial, when you put off that with fuch con^ 
tempt; but to the couit ! " r > . 

Clo. Truly, Madahi, if God ha-^e lent 'i man any 
manners, he may eafily put it off at court: he that 
cannot make a leg, puc off 's cap; kifs his hand, and 
lay nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and, 
mdeed, fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for 
the court : but for me, I have an anfwer will fervc 
all men. . » ji • 

Count. Marry, tfcaft a bountiful- anfwer that fits 
all queftion«. i^' - '■ i 

Clo. It is likeabarber's chair,- that fits. all buttocks: 
the pin^buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-butl 
tock, or any buttock. 

Count, Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor- 
ncy, as your Frenc/i crown for your taffaty punk as' 
TiVs rufli for Toms fore-finger, as a pancake 'for 
i^nrov^-Tue/day, a morris fof May-day, as the nail to 
his hole, the cuckcDid to his horn, as a fcoldino- qnean 
to a wrangling knave, as the nun s lip to the friar's 
mouth ; nay, as the pudding lo his Ikin. 

^ « Count. 
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Count, Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs 
for all queftions ? 

Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your con- 
liable, it will fit any queftion. 

Count. It mud be an anfwer of moft monftrous fize, 
that mud fit all demands. 

C/(?« But a trifle neither, In good faith, if the learn- 
ed fliould fpcak truth of it: here it is, and all that 

belongs to't. Aflc me, if I am a courtier; it fliall 

do you no harm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could : I will be 
a fool in a quedion, hoping to be the wifer by your 
anfwer. I pray you. Sir, are you a courtier ? 

Qo. lord^ Sir there's a fimple putting off: 

more, more, a hundred of 'them. 

Count, Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves 
you. 

C/(7. Olord^Sir — thick, thick, fpare not me. 

Count, I think. Sir, you can eat none pf this homely 
meat. 

Clo. lord. Sir — —nay, put me to't, I warrant 
you. 

Count. Ypu were lately whipp'd. Sir, as I thinks 

Clo. lord^ Sir fpare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, O lord. Sir, at your whipping, 
and fpare not me? indeed, your O lord. Sir, is very 
fequent to your whipping : you would anfwer very 
well to a whipping, if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my — O 
lord. Sir 5 I fee, things may ferve long, but notferve 
ever. 

Count. I play (he noble hufwife with the ti<^e, to 
entertain it fo merrily with a fool. 

Clo. lord, Sir — why, there't ferves well again. 

Count. An end, Sir; to your bufinefs: give He/m this. 
And urge her to a prefent anfwer back. 
Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon: 
This is not much. 

Clo. 
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Clo. Not much commendation to them ? 
Count. Not much employment for you, you tinder- 
ftand me. 

Clo. Moft fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 
Count, Halle you again. \Ex€unt, 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Court of France. 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 
Laf. '^p'HEY fay, miracles are paft; and we have 
A our philofophical perfons to make modern, 
and familiar, things fupernatural andcaufelefs. Hence 
is it, that we make trifles of terrors ; enfconfing our- 
felves into feeming knowledge, when we fhouldfub- 
mit ourfelves to an unknown fear. 

Far. Why, *tis the rareft argument of .wonder that 
hath ihot out in our later times. 

Ber, And fo 'tis. 

JmJ^ To be relinquifli'd of the artifts 

Far. So I fay, both of Ga/m and Pflr^^ce^x. 

LaJ. Of all the learned and authentic Fellows — 

Far. Right, fo I fay. 

LaJ. That gave him out incurable, — — 

Far. Why, there 'tis, fo fay I too. 

Laf, Not to be help'd, 

Far. Right, as 'twere a man affur'd of an 

J.af. Uncertain life, and fure death, — — 

Far. Juft, you fay well ; fo would I have faid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world. 

Far. It is, indeed, if you will have it in fliewing;^ 
you (hall read it in, what do you call there 

LaJ. AJhewing of a heavenly effeB, in an earthly a^r. 

Far. That's it, I would have faid the very fame. 

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lultier : for me, I 

fpeak in refpcft ^ 

K 3 Far. 
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Far. Nay, 'tis ftrange, 'tis very Arange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it ; and he's of a moft faci- 
nerious fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be 
the 

Laf, Very hand of heav'n. 

Tar. Ay, fo I fay, 

Laf. In a moft weak 

Tar. And debile minifter, great power, great tran- 
fcendance; * which flipuld, indeed, give us*** a 
farther ufe to be made than alone the recovery of the 
King; as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

S C E N E Vi. 

Enter King^ Helena, and Attendants^ 

Tar. T Would have faid it, you faid well; here 
.X comes the King. 

Laf. Luftic, as the Dutchman fays : Fll like a 
"Maid the better, while I have a tooth in my head; 
why, he's able to lead her a Corranto. 

Tar. MdrtduVifuiigre! i$ not this Helen ? 

Laf.. 'Fore god, I think fo. 

King. Go, call before me all the Lords in court. 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patient's fide ; 
And with this healthful hand, whofe baniih'd fenfe 
Thou haft repeal'd, a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift; 
Which but attends thy naming. 

Enttr three or Jour Lords. 
taXt maid, fend forth thine eye ; this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors ftand at my beftowing, 

* which Jhould, indeed^ give us a farther ufe to he made, 8cc.] Between 
the Word us and d farther, there fcems to have been two or three 
Words dropt, which appear t6 have been to this Vxa^it-^fhould^ 
indeed, give us, [uotice, that there is of this,] a farther Ufe to be 
made — fo that the Paitage fliould be read with Aderilks for the 
future. ' 

O'er 
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O'er whom bothfovVeign power and Father's voice 
I have to ufe; thy frank eledion make ; 
Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake. 

HeL To each of you one fair and virtuous miftrefs 
Fall, when love pleafe 1 marry, to each but one. — 

*Laf, I'd give bay curtal atid his furniture. 
My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys, 
And writ as little beard. 

King, Pcrufe them well : 
Not one of thofe'but had a noble father. 

[She addrejfes her/elf to a Lord, 

HeL Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, reftor'd 
The King to health. 

AIL We underftandit, and thank heaven for you. 

HeL I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthieft, 

That, I proteft, I fimply am a maid. 

Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already : 
The blulhes in my cheeks thus whifper me, 
We blufli that thou (hould'ft chufe, but be refus'd ; 
Let the %vhitc death fit on thy cheek for ever, 
We'll ne'er come there again. 

King. Make choice, and fee, 
Who fliuns thy love, fhuns all his love in me. 

HeL Now, Dian^ from thy ahar do I fly, 
* And to impartial Love, that God moft high. 
Do my fighs ftream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ? 

1 L<n'd. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, Sir; — all the reft is mute. 

Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-ace for my life. 

HeL The honour. Sir, that flames in your fair eyes. 
Before I fpeak, too threatningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wiOies, and her humble love ! 

* Audio imperial Love,] The old Editions 'read impartial^ which 
is rt^ht. Love who has no rcgaid to difference of Condition, but 
yokes together high and low, which was her Cafe. 

K 4 8 Lord 
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3 Lord. No better, if you pleafe. 
HeL My wi(h receive, 

Which great Love grant ! and fo I lake my leave. 

LaJ* Do all they deny her? if they were fons of 
mine, Yd have them whipt, or I would fend them 
to the Turk to make eunuchs of. 

HtL Be not afraid that I your hand (hould. take, 
I'Jl never do you wrong for your own fake: 
Bleffing- upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed \ 

Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of 
her: fure, they are battards to the Englijh^ the French 
ne'er got 'em. 

HeL You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood. 

4 Lord, Fair one, I think not fo. 
Laf. There's one grape yet, • 

yar. I am fure, thy father drunk wine. 

Laf. But if thou be'A not an afs, I am a 
Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already. 

HeL I dare not fay, I take you.; but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever wliilft I live. 
Into your guided power: this is the man. 

[to Bertram, 
King. Why then ; young Bertram^ take her, flie'i 

thy wife, 
Ber. My wife, ray Liege ? I Ihall befeech your 
Highnefs, 
In fach a budnefs give me leave to ufe 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know'ft thou not, Bertram^ 
What fhe hath done for me? 

Ber. Yes, my good Lord, 
But. never hope to know why I Ihould marry her. 
King, Thou know.'ft, (he has rais'd me from my 

fickly bed. 
Btr^ But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Mutt anfwer for your raifing ? I know her well : 

She 
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She had her breeding at ray father's charge : 
A poor phylician's daughter my wife ! — Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! [which 

King. Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the 
I can build up : ftrange is it, that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pourM all together. 
Would quite confound diftindion, yet Hand off 
In differences, fo mighty. If flie be 
All that'is virtuous (fave what thou diflik'ft 
A poor phyfician's daughter,) thou difiik'ft 
Of virtue for the name : but do not fo. 
From loweft place when virtuous things proceed. 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed. 
Where great addition fwells, and virtue none. 
It is a droplied honour ; good alone 
Is good ; and^ with a name, vilcnefs is fo: 
The property by what it is fhould go. 
Not by the title. She is good, wife, fair; 
In thefe, to nature flie's immediate heir ; 
And thefe breed honour : That is honour's fcorn. 
Which challenges itfelf as honour's born. 
And is not like the fire. Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our ads we them derive 
Than our fore- goers : the mere word's a flavc 
Debaucht on every tomb, on ev'ry grave ; 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb. 
Where duA and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones, indeed. What ihould be faid ? 
If thou canft like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the reft : virtue and (he. 
Is her own dow'r; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do't. 

King. Thou wrong'ft thyfelf, if thou Ihould'ft firivc 
to chufe. 

HeL That you are well reftor'd, my lord, I'm glad : 
Let the reft go. 

King. My honour's at the ftake; which to defend, 
I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand, 

K 5 Proud 
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Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift ! 

That doth in viie mifprifion (hackle up 

My love, and her defert ; thzft canft not dream. 

We, poizing us in her defeflive icale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know. 

It is in us to plant thine honour, where 

We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 

Obey our will, which travels in thy good ; 

Believe not thy difdaii), but prefently 

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right. 

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims ; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 

Into the daggers, and the carelefs lapfe 

Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hate 

Loofing upon thee in the name of juftice, 

Without all terms of pity. Speak, thine anfw^r. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord ; for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider. 
What great Creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid; I find, that flie, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts moft bafe, is now 
The priced of the King ; who, fo enobled, ~ 
Is, as 'twere, born fd. 

King. Take her by the hand. 
And tell her, fhe is thine : to whom I promife 
A counterpoize; if not in thy eftaie, 
A balance more replete. 
Ber, I take her hand. 

King, Good fortune and the favour of the King 
Smile upon this contrad ; whofe ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the new-born brief. 
And be perforra'd to night ; the folemn feaft 
Shall more attend upon the coming fpace, 
Expefting abfent friends. As thou lov'ft her. 
Thy love's to me religious ; elfe does err. [Exeunt, 

SCWENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Manent Patolles and Lafeu. 
Laf. y^O you hear, Monfieur ? a word with you. 
AJ Par^ Your pleafure, Sir ? 

Laf. Your Lord and Mafter did well to make his 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation ? my L-ord ? my Mafter ? 

Laf» Ay, is it not a language I fpeak ? 

Par. A moft haHh one, and not to be underflood 
vrithout bloody fucceeding. My mafter ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roufillonf 

Par. To any Count ; to all Counts ; to what is 
man. 

Laf. To what is Count's man; Count's mafter is 
of another ftile. 

Par. You are too old, Sir; let it fatisfy you, you 
are too old 

Laf. I muft tell thee, Sirrah, I write man ; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare to6 well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a 
pretty wife fellow ; thou didfi make tolerable vent 
of thy travel ; it might pafs ; yet the fcarfs and the 
bannerets .about thee did manifoldly difliiade me 
from believing thee a veffel of too great a burden. 
I have now found thee; when I lofe thee again, I 
care not : yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
up, and that thou'rt fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity 
upon thee 

Laf Do not plunge thyfelf too far in anger, left 

thou haften to trial; which if, Lord have 

mercy on thee for a hen ! fo, my good window of 
lattice, fare thee well ; thy cafement I need not open, 
I look*thro' thee. Give me thy hand. 

K 6 Par. 
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Par. My Lord, you give mc moft egregious in- 
dignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy 
of it. 

Par. I have not, my Lord, deferv'd it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it ; and I will 
not bate thee a fcruple. 

Par. Well, I (hall be wifer 

Laf. Ev'n as foon as thou canft, for thou haft to 
pull at a fmack o'tlf contrary. If ever thou be'ft 
Dound in thy fcarf and beaten, thou (hah find what 
it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a defire 
to hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my 
knowledge, that I may fay in the default, he is a 
man Iknow. 

Par. My Lord, you do me moft infupportable 
vexation. 

Laf. I would, it were hell-pains for thy fake, and 
my poor doing eternal : * for doing, I am paft • * ** 
as I will by thee, in what motion age will give mc 
leave. [Exit. 

Par. Well, thou haft a fon fhall take this difgrace 
olf me; fcurvy, old, filthy, fciirvy Lord .' — - — well, 
I muft be patient, there is no fettering of authority. 
I'll beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any 
convenience, an he were double and double a Lord. 
I'll have no more pity of his age, than I would have 
of — I'll beat him, an if I could but meet him again. 
Re- enter La feu. 

Laf Sirrah, your Lord and Mafter'^s married, there's 
news for you : you have a new miftrefs. 

*/<7r doing I am paf; as I wilt ly ikee, in what motion age wilt give 
mc leave.'] Hprc is a L'ne loft after ^o^; fo that It ihould be diftin- 
guilhed by a Break with Afterlfks. The very Words of the loft 
Line it is impofTible to retrieve ; but tlie Senfe is obvious enough. 
For doing I am fqfl ; Age has deprived me of much of my Force and 
VifTQur, yet I huve ftill eiioligh to fticw the World I can do myfclf 
Right, fi I tuili by thre, in what Motion for in the bcft Manner] A§i 
will givs fite leave* 

Far. 
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Par, I moft unfeignedly befeech your Lbrdfliip to 
make fome refervation of your wrongs. He, my 
good Lord, whom I ferve above, is my mafter. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

Laf. The devil it is, that's thy mafter. Why doft 
thou garter up thy arms o' this faOiion ? doft make 
hofe of thy fleeves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wert 
beft fet thy lower .part where thy nofe ftands. By 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd 
beat thee : methinks thou art a general oflfience, and 
every man ftiould beat thee. 1 think, thou waft 
created for men to breathe themfelves upon thee. 

Far. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my 
Lord. 

Laf. Go to, Sir;* you were beaten in Italy for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a vaga- 
bond, and no true traveller : you are more fancy 
with lords and honourable perfonages, than the 
heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you com- 
miflion. You are not worth another word, elfe I'd 
call you knave. I leave you. [Exit, 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Bertram. 

Par. /^ OOD, very good, it is fo then. — Good, 
V-T very good, let it be concealM a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to carej for ever ! 

Par. What is the matter, fweet heart ? 

Ber. Although before the folmn PrieftTve fworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what, fweet heart? 

Ber. O my ParolUs^ they have married me: 
ril to the tufcan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. Prance is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
the tread of a man's foot : to th' wars. 

Ber. 
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Ber. There's letters from my mother ; what the 
import is, I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known : to th' wars, my 
boy, to th' wars. 

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen, 
That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home ; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which flxould fuftain the bound and high curvet 
Of Afflf/s fiery fleed: to other regions 
France is a ftable, we that dwell in t jades. 
Therefore to th^ wars. 

Ber, It {hall be fo. Til fend her to my houfe^ 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furnilh me to thofe Italian fitlds. 
Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife 
To the dark houfe, and the detefted wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art fure ? 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me. 
ril fend her ftraight away: to-morrow 
ril to the wars, (he to her fingle forrow. 

Par. Why,ihefe balls bound, there's noife in it. — 
'Tis hard; 
A young man,, married, is a man that's mariM : 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go. 
The King hath done you wrong: but, hufli ! 'tis fo. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Helena and Clown. 

Hel. TVyf Y mother greets me kindly, is (he well? 

iVjL Clo. She is not well, but yet fhe has her 
health; {he's vety merry, but yet fhe is not well ? 
but, thanks be given, Ihe's very well, and wants no- 
thing i'th' world ; but yet flie is not well. 

Hd. 



AW 5 welly that Ends well. 5 1 1 

Hel. If {he be very well, what does flie ail, that 
file's not very well?. 

Clo. Truly, {he's very well, indeed, but for two 
things. 

Hel. What two things ? 

Clo. One, that (he's not in hcav'n, whither God 
fend her quickly ; the other, that Ihe's inearth, from 
whence .God fent her quickly ? 

JEnter ParoUes; 

Par. Blefs you, my fortunate lady I 

Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortune. 

Far. You had my prayers to lead them on^ and to 
keep them on, have them flill. O, my knave, how 
does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, 
I would, Ihe did, as you fay. 

P<ar. Why, I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wifer man ; for many a 
man's tongue Ipeaks out his matter's undoing : to 
fay nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to 
have nothing, is to be a great part of your title ; which 
is within a very little of nothing. 

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave. . 

Clo, You Ihould have faid. Sir, before a knave, 
th'art a knave; that's, before me th'art a knave: 
this had been, truth. Sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee, 

Clo. Did you find me in yourfelf, Sir ? or were 
you taught to find me? thefearch, Sir, was protfiable, 
and much fool may you find in you, even to the 
"world's pleafure, and the encreafe of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i' faith, and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord will go away to night, 
A very ferious bufinefs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 

Which, 
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Which^as yourdue, time claims, be does acknowledge^ 

But puts it offUy a compelFd reftraint : 

Whofe want andwhofe delay, is ftrew'd with fweets 

"Which they diftil now in the curbed time. 

To make the coming hour overflow with joy, 

* And pleafure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elfe ? 

Par. That you will take your inflant leave o'th' 
King. 
And make this hafte as your own good proceeding; 
Strengthen'd with that apology, you think. 
May make it probable need. 

Hel. What more commands he ? 

Par. That having this obtained you prefently 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I (hall report it fo. [Exit Parollcs. 

Hel, I pray you. — Come, Sirrah. [To Clown. 

[Exeunt. 

S G E N E X. 

Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

* 

Laf, T>UT, I hope, your Lordfliip thinks not him 
XJ a foldier. 

Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted teflimony. 

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; 1 took this lark 
for a bunting. 

Ber. I do afTure you, my Lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then finned againft his experience, and 
tranfgrefs'd againft his^ valour; and my ftate that 

* And pleafure drown the Irim*] Metaphor taken from an over- 
flowing Cup. It is one of the boldeft and uobleft Expreflions in 
all Shake/pear. 

way 
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way is dangerous, fince I cannot yet find in my heart 
to repent: here he comes; I pray you, make us 
friends, I will purfue the amity. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Thefc things Ihall be done, Sir. 

Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his taylor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf, O, I know him well ; I, Sir, he, Sir's, a good 
workman, a very good taylor. 

Ber. Is flie gone to the King ? [Afide to Parolles. 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will (he away to night? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ ray letters, calketed my treafure, 
given order for our horfes ; and to night, when I 

ihould take poffeffion of the bride and ere I do 

begin 

Laf, A good traveller is fomething at the latter 
end of a dinner ; but one that lies three thirds, and 
ufes a known truth to pafs a ihoufand nothings with, 
ftiould be once heard,. and thrice beaten — God fave 
you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindnefs between my Lord and 
you, Monfieur ? 

Par. 1 know not, how I have deferved to run into 
«iy Lord's difpleafure. 

Laf. * You have made ftiift to run into't, boots 
and fpurs and all^ like him that leapt into the cuftard ; 
and out of it you'll run again, rather than fuflFer 
queftion for your relidence. 

Ber. It may be, you have miflaken him, my Lord. 

Laf. And fliall do fo ever, tho' I took him at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this 

* Ton kave madejliijt to run into't, boots and fpurs and all, like him 
that leapt into the cuftard.] It was a foolery prafiis'd at City-Eater- 
tainmenis, whilft the Jejler or T^any was in Vogue, for him to jump 
into a large deep Cuftard : fet for the Purpofc. Mr. Theobald, 

of 
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of mc, there can be no kernel in this light nut: the 
foul of this man is his clothes. Truft him not in 
matter of heavy confequcncc: I have kept of them 
tame, and know their natures. Farewel, Monfieur, 
I have fpoken better of you, than you have or will 
deferve at my hand, but we muft do good againft 
evil. jExii- 

Par. An idle lord, I fwear. 

Ber. I think fo. ' 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 

Der. Yes, I know him well, and common fpeech 
Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my clog. 

S C E N E XL 

Enter Helena. 

HeL T Have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
X spoke with the King, and have procured bis 
leave 
for prefent parting ; only, he defires 
Some private fpeech with you. 

,Ber. I fliall obey his will. 
You muft not marvel, Helen^ at my courfc. 
Which holds not colour with the lime ; nor does 
The miniftration and required office 
On my particular. Prepared I was not 
For fuch a bufinefs ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled : this drives me to intreat you. 
That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather muf<?, than aft, why I intreat you ; 
For my refpefls are better than they feem. 
And my appointinents have in them a need 
Greater than (hews itfelf at the firft view, 
To you that know them not. This to my mother. 

[Gives a Utter. 
'Twill be two days ere I fliall fee you, fp 
I leave you to your wifdom. 

Hel. 
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HeL Sir, I can nothing fay. 
But that I am yout moll obedient fervant, 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

HeL And ever Ihall 
With true obfervance feek to eke out That, 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ftars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune, 

Ber. Let That go : 
My hafte is very great. Farewel; hie home. 

Hf/. Pray, Sir, your pardon. 

Ber, Well, what would you fay ? 

HeL I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; 
Nor dare I fay, 'tis mine, and yet it is •, 
But, like a tim'rous thief, moft fain would fleal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. What would you have ? 

HeL Something, and fcarce fo much-^— -nothing. 

indeed . [yes ; — 

I would not tell you what I would, my Lord — ^'faith. 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs. 

Ber. I pray you, fti^y not : but in hafte to horfje. 

HeL I ihall not break your bidding, good my 
Lord. ... [Exit Helena* 

jB^r. Where are my other men, Monfieur ?— -^farewel. 
Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never cOme, 
Whilft I can fliake my fword, or hear the drum : 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, Couragio! [Exeunt, 

I _ _ 'j. IL . J . I _ I . I 1 '~ 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Duke's Court in Florence. 

Eourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence, two French 
Lords^ with Soldiers. 

DuSLE. 

SO that, from point to point, now have you heard 
The fundamental reafons of this war, 

Whofc 
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Whofc great decifion hath much blood let forth^ 
And more thirfls after. 

I Ij>rd, Holy feems the quarrel 
Upon your Grace's part ; but black and fearful 
On the oppofer. 

Duke. Thereforewe marvel much, our coufin France 
Would, in fo jufl a bufinefs, fhut his bofom 
Againft our borrowing prayers* 

8 Lord, Good my Lord, 
The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By felf- unable notion ; therefore dare not 
Say \\hat I think of it, fince I have found 
Myfelf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueft. 

Duke. Be it his plcafure. 

8 Lord. Bui I am fure, the younger of our nation, 
That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day 
Come here for phyfic. 

Ihike. Welcome fliall they be : 
And all the honours, that can fly from us. 
Shall on them fettle. You know your places well. 
When better fall, for your avails they fell; 
To-morrow, to the field, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to RoufiUon, in France. 

Enter Countek and Clown. 

Count. T T hath happened, all as I would have had it; 
A fave, that he comes not along with her. 
Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what obfervance, I pray you ? • 
.Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; 
mend his ruff, and fing ; aik qneflions, and fing ; 

pick 
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pick his teeth, and fing. I knew a man that had this 
trick of melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong. 

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [Reads the letter^ 

Clo, I have-no mind to I/hel^ fmce I was at court. 
Our old ling andouri/J«/jo'th'country, are nothing 
like your old ling, and your Ifi?els o'th* court : the 
brain of my Cupid'^s knock'd out ; and I begin to 
love, as an old man loves money, with no ftomach. 

Count. What have we here? 

Go. E'en That you have there. [Exit. 

Countefs reads a letter. 

I havejent you a daughter-in-law :Jhe hath recovered the 
King^ and undone me, 1 have wedded her^ not bedded her ; 
and /worn to make the not eternal, Toujhall hear; I am 
run away ; know it, before the report come. If there be 
breadth enough in the worlds I will hold a long diftance. 
My duty to you. 

Your unfortunate Son, 

Bertram. 

This is not well, rafh and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of fo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head : 
fiy the mifprifing of a maid, too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo, O Madam, yonder is heavy news within be- 
tween two foldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fome 
<:omfort; your fon will not be kill'd fo fioon as I 
thought' he would. 

Count. Why Ihould he be kilPd ? 

Clo. So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear 

he 
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he does ; the danger is in (landing to^t ; thaf s the 
lofs of men, though it be the getting of children. 
Here they come, will tell you more. For my part, 
I only hear, your fon was run away. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Helena, and two Gentlemen, 

1 Gent. CAVE you, good Madam. 

O HeL Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever 
gone.— 
9 Gent. Do not fay fo. 

Count. Think upon patience : 'pray you, gentlemen, 
Tve felt fo many quirks of joy and grief. 
That the firft face of neither, on the flart, 
Can woman me unto*t. Where is my fon? 

2 Gent. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of 
Florence. 
We met him thitherward, for thence we came; 
And, after fome difpatch in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on this letter, Madam ; here's my pafs- 
.port. 

When thou canjl get the ring, upon my finger^ which 
never Jhall come offi and Jhew me A child begotten 
of thy body that I am father to, then call me hufhand: 
hut infuch a Then I write a Never, 
This is a dreadful fentencc. 

Count, Brought you this letter, gentlemen? 
I Gent. Ay, Madam, and, for the contents' fake, 
are forry for our pains. 

Count, I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer. 
If thou engrolfeft all the griefs as thine; 
Thou robb'll me of a moiety : he was my fon. 
But I do wafli his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 
s; Gent. Ay, Madam. 

Count. 
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Count, And to be a foldier ? 

3 Gent, Such is his noble purpofe ; and, believe't. 
The Duke will lay upon him ail the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count, Return you thither? [fpeed. 

I Gent. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteft wing of 

Hcl. '7i7/ 1 have no xvife^ I have nothing in France. 
Tis bitter, [Reading. 

Count. Find you that there ? 

Hel, Yes, Madam. 
. I Gent, 'Tis hut the boldnefs of his hand^ happ^ly^, 
which his heart was not confenting to. 

Count, Nothing in France^ until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here, that is too good for him. 
But only flie; and fhe defcrves a lord. 
That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly miftrefs. Who was with him 7 

I Gent. A fervajut only, and a gentleman 
Which I have fome time known; 

Count, ParolUs^ was't not? 

I Gent, Ay, ray good lady, he. 

Qount, A very tainted fellow, and fullof wickednefs: 
My fon corrupts a well-derived nature 
Wi|h his inducement. 

I Gent, Indeicd, good lady, the fellow has a deal 
of that too much,, which holds him much to have. ' 

Count. Y'are welcome, gentlemen ; I will intreat 
you, when you feemy fon, to tell. him, that hisfword 
can never.win the honour that he lofes : more I'll in- 
treat you written to bear along. 

hGent. Wc ferve you. Madam, in that and all 
your worthieft affairs. 

Coun^, Not fo, but as* we change our courtefies. 
Will you draw hear'?' * [EKciint Coiintefi and Gent. 
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S C E N E IV. 

Hcl. nr'IL L I have no wife^ I have nothing in France. 

-^ Nothing in France^ until he has no wife ! 
Thou fhalt have none, RoufiUan, none in France; 
Then haft thou all again. Poor lord ! is't I 
That chafe thee from thy country, and expofe 
Thofe tender Hmbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-fparing war ? and is it I 
That drive thee from the fportive court, where thou 
Waft fliot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of fmoky mufkets? O you leaden meflengers. 
That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire, 
Fly with falfe aim; * pierce the ftill-moving air^ 
That fings with piercing, do not touch my lord : 
Whoever flioots at him, I fet him ther^. 
Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 
I am the caitiff, that do hold him to it ; 
And tho' I kill him not, I am the catife 
His death was fo effefled. Better 'twere, .. . 
I met the rav'ning lion when he roar'd 
With fliarp conftraint of hunger : better 'twere, • 
That all the miferies, which nature owes. 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, RoufiUon; 
Whence honour but of danger wins a fear; 
As oft it lofes all. I will be gonej 
JVly being here it is, that holds thee hence. 
Shall I flay here to do't ? no, no, although 
The air of paradife did fan the houfe. 
And angels offic'd all ; I will be gone ; 
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' Thaijings with piercing ] The Words ai'c here odiy (liuiBed. 

We fliould read, * 

pierce the flill moving air, 

Ihatjings with piercings 
:. e, pierce the Air, which is ii^ perpetual Motion, and fulFcrs no 
Injury b/ piercing. 

That 
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That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 

To confolatc thine ear. Come, night; end, day ! 

Fox with the dark, poor thief, Til ileal away. [ExU. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Duke^s Court in Florence. 

Flouri/h. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum 
and Trumpets^ Soldiers^ ParoUes. 

Duke. 'T^HE General ofourHoffe thou art, and we, 
X Great in our hope, lay our beft love and 
credence 
Upon thy ppomifing fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet 
We'll ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake. 
To th' extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then go forth, 
And fortune play upon thy profpVous helm. 
As thy aufpicious miftrefs 1 
, Ber. This very day. 
Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file ; 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I fliall prove 
A lover of thy drum; hater of love. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to RoufiUon in France. 
Enter Covintefs and Steward. 
Count. ALAS! and would you take the letter of her? 
JlV. Might you not know, (he would do, as flic 
has done, 
By fending me a letter? Read it again. 

LETTER. 

I am St. Jaques' pilgrim, thither gone; 
Ambitious love hathfo in me offended^ 
Vol. IIL L That 
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that hare-Jvot plod I th€ cold ground upon^ 

With fainted vow mj faults to have amended* 
Writi^ v/rite^ that from, the bloodj courfe of mar 

Mj dearefi mafier^ jour dear fan, may hie ; 
Blefs him at komtin peate^ whUft 1 from far 

His name with ualous fervour fandify. 
His taken, labours bid him me forgive; 

J, his defpiteful ]unOyfent him forth 
From courtly- friends, with camping foes to liot; 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death and mf. 
Whom I mTjf elf embrace, tofet him free. 

Ah, what fliarp ftings are in her mildeft words ? 
Rynaldo^ you did never lack advice fo much. 
As letting her pafs fo; had I (poke with her, 
I could have well diverted her iments, 
Which thus flie hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon, Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night 
She might have been o'er-ta.-en; :and,yetflic writes, 
Purfuit would be but vain. 
Count. What angel fliall 
Blefs this unworthy hufband? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear. 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateft juRice. Write, yri\t^,Kynaldo, 
To this unworthy hufband of his wife; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth. 
That he does weigh too light: ray greateft grief, 
Tho' little he do feel it, fetdown (harply. 
Difpatch the moft convenient meffenger; 
When, haply, he fliall hear that flie is gone. 
He will return, and hope I may, that flie. 
Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again. 
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 
Is deareft to me, I've no fl:ill in fenfe 
To make diftindion; provide this meflenger; 

My 
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My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak; 
Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a public Flaee in .Florence. 

A Tucket afar off'. 

Enter an old Widow ^Florence, Diana, Violenta, and 
Mariana, with other Citizens. 

yVid. "\T.A.Y, come. For if they do approach the 
l\ city, we (hall lofe all the light. 
Dia. They fay, ihcFfench Count has dgne moft ho- 
nourable fervice. 

Wid, It is reported, that he has ta'en their grcateft 
commander ; and that with his own h?ind he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loft our labour, they arc 
gone a contrary -my : hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar, Come, let's return again^andfuffiqeourfelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana^ take heed of this 
French Earl ; the honour of a inaid is her name, and 
no legacy is fo rich as honefty. 

Wtd. I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been folicited by a g^entleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave, (hang him!) one ParoUes; 
a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeftions for the 
young Earl; beware of them, Dwna; their promifes, 
enticements, oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of 
luft, are the things they go under; many a maid 
hath been feduced by them; and the niifery is, ex- 
ample, that fo terrible Ihews in thewreck of maiden- 
hood, cannot for all that difluade fucceflion, but that 
they aie limed with the twigs that threaten them. I 
hope, I need not to ad vife you further; but, I hope, 
your own grace will keep you where you are,tho' there 
L « were 
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%Yere no further danger found, but the modelly which 

is fo loft. 

Dm. You (hall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, d^gwd like a Pilgrim, 

Wid, I hope fo- Look, here comes a pilgrim; 

I know, ihe will lie ^t my houfe ; thither they fend 
one another; Hi queftion her: God fave you, pil- 
grim ! whither are you bound ? 

Hel. To St. Jaques le Grand. Where do the pal- 
mers lodge, I do befeech you ? 

Wid. At the St. Francis,^ befide the port. 
Hel. Is this the way ? [A march afar off', 

Wid. Ay, marry, is't. Hark you, they come this 
way. [come by, 

If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but 'till the troops 
I will conduft you where you fhall be lodged ; 
The rather, for, I think, I know your hpftefs 
As ample as myfelf. 
HeL Is it yourfelf ? 
Wi^0 If you Ihall pleafe fo, pilgrim, 
Hel. I thank you, and will ftay upon your leifure* 
Wid. You came, I think, from France. 
HeL I did fo. 

Wid. Here you (hall fee a countryman of yours.. 
That has done worthy fervice. 
Hel. His name, I pray you? 

Via. The Count Roujillon: know you fuch a one ? 
Hel. But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him; 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatfoe'er he is. 
He's bravely taken here. He fiole from France^ 
As 'tis reported; for the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Think you, it is fo ? 

Hel. A)\ furely, merely truth; I know his lady. 
Dia. There is a gentleman thatfervcs the Count, 
Reports but courfely of hen 
H^/. What's his name? 
Dia. -Monfieur FarolUs. HeL 



AlCs xtiell, thai Ends well. 125 

ti^L Oh, I believe with him. 
In argument of praife, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himfelf, flie is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deferving 
Is a referved honefty, and That 
I have not heard examined. 

Dia. Alas, poor lady! 
*Tis a hard bondage, to become the >vife 
Of a detefting lord. 

Wid, Ahi right; good creature! wherefoe'er (he is 
Her heart weighs fadly; this young maid might do 

her 
A flirewd turn, if (he pleas'd. 

HeL How do you mean ? 
May be> the amVous Count folicits her 
In the unlawful purpofc, 

Wid, He does, indeed ; 
And brokes with all, that caH in fuch a fuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But fhe is armM for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeileft defence. 

SCENE VIII. 

Drum and Colours. Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers 

and Soldiers attending. . 
Mar. r-w-iHE Gods forbid elfe! 

X Wid, So now they come: 
That is Antonio^ the Duke's eldeft fon; 
That, EJcalus. . 

HeL Which is the Frenchman f 
Dia. He ; 
That with the' plume ; 'tis a moft gallant fellow ; 
I would, he lov'd his wife ! if he were honefter, 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handfome gen- 
tleman ? 
HeL I like him well. 

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honeft; yond's that fame 
knave, L 3 That 
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That leads him to thefe places ; where I his lady, 
I'dpoifon that vile rafcal. 

HeL Which is he ? 

jDm. That jack-an-apes with fcarft. Why 'is he 
melancholy ? 

HeL Perchance, he's hurt i*th' battle. 

Tar, Lofe our drum ! well.- 

Mar. He's flircwdly vext at fomething. Look, he 
has fpied us. 

Wid. Marry, hang you^ 

[Exeunt' Bertram; ParoUes, ^c. 

Mar, And your courtefy for a ring-carrier ! — 

Wid, The troop is paft': cornel, pilgrim, I will 
bring you. 
Where you Ihall hoft: Of injoiti'd peiiitents 
There's four or five, to grescr St. Jayu« bound. 
Already at my houfe. 

Hd. I humbly tHknk yoti': 
Pleafe it this matroii, and this gehtlemaid 
To eat with us to night, ihe tbalr^e atidthahkihg 
Shall be for me: and to requite you* further, 
I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the nbte. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Enta Bertram,, and the two French Lords. 

i Lord. XT A Y, good my lord, piit him to't : let 
X\ him have his way. 

« Lord. If your lorcllhip find' him n6t a hildtng, 
hold me no more in your refped. 

I Lord, On my life, itiy lord, a bubble*. 

Ber. Do you think, I am fo fat deceiv'd in him? 

1 Lord. Believe it, toy lord, iii mine divn dirfiA 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fp^ik of him 
as my kinfman ; he's a moft notable coward,* an in- 
finite and endlefs liar, an houriy promife4>reaker, the 

owner 
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Owner of no one good quality worthy yourlordfhip's 
entertainment. 

« Lord, It were fit you knew him, left, repofing 
too far in his virtue, which be hath not, he might 
at fome great and trufty bufinefsin a main danger 
fail you. 

Ber, I would, I knew in what particular aft ion to 
try him. 

s Lord, None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum; which you hear him fo confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lard. I, with a troop oJr Florentine^.,' will fuddenly 
furprize him ; fuch I will have, whom, I am fure, he 
knows not from the enemy : we' will bihd and' hood- 
wink him fo, that he fhall fuppofe no other but that 
he is carried into the leaguer of the adVerfaries, when 
we bring him to our own tents; be but your lord- 
fliip preient at his examination, if he d& not for the 
promife of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of 
bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the in- 
telligence in his power againlt you-, and that With 
the divine forfeit of his foul upon oath, ncv^r'triift 
my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, kt hiin- fetch 
his drum; he fays, he lias'a ftratagefn fbr't; when 
your lordfliip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in't, and 
to what metal this couutcrfeit lump of Oar will b^ 
melted, if yoti give him not* John Drurns entertain- 
ment, your mclining cannot be riemoved. Here he 
comes. 

♦Jalm Dmm'j enUrisinmtnij] HoSn^d^ in his Dc&rlptton afire*. 
lm(Lt fpeaking af fatrick SnarujieleU, (Mayor of Dublin in the Y<^ 
155 1,) and of bis extravagant Hofpitality, fubjoins, that no Giieft 
had ever ^ cold or forbidding Lobk from any Part of His Family : 
So that kis p0riir.i or My otkn Officer^ dwrjt Wft, for both his Ears, giv4 
thefmpUJl Mm, that rsjurttd to kis Hov^e^ Tom Drum*j Entertainment^ 
which «, to hale a Man ia hy (.he Head, and thruft him out by both 
the Shoulders. ^^r• Theobald. 

L4 SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Knter Parolles. 

% Lord./^ For the love of laughter, hinder not the 
Vy ^ humour of his defign, let him fetch off 
his drum in any hand. 

Ber. How now, MonGeur? this drum fticks foreljr 
in. your difpofuion. 

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum, 

Par^ But a drum I is't but a drum? adrurafo loft I 
there was an excellent command I to charge in with 
our horfe upon our own wings, and to rend our 
own foldiers* 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the fervice; it was a difafter of war that 
CfOfar himfclf coi^ld not have prevented, if he had 
been there to con;imand, 

B(r, Well, we^caripot greatly condemn our fuccefs : 
ioif\(^ difbonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 
it i^;i¥)t ^o b? recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recovered* 

Biv. It.mjight, but it is not now. 
f Par. It is, to be recovered; but that the merit of 
fcrvjce is feldpm attributed to the true and exad per- 
former, 1 vkToukl have that drum or another, or hie 

jaut 

. BcTp Why, if you have a flomach to't, MonfieuF; 
if you think your myfiery in flratagem, can bring 
this inftrument of honour again into his native quar- 
ter^, be magnanimous in the enterprize and go on ; I 
will gracTe the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you 
fpeed well in it, the Duke (hall both fpqak of it, and 
extenid to you what further becomes his greatnefs, 
even to the utmoft fyllable of your worthinefSr 

Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it. 

Bcr. But you muft not now dumber in it. 

Par. 
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Tar, ril about it this evening ; and * I will pre- 
fently pen down my dilemmas, eijcourage myfelf in 
ii[iy certainty, put myfelf into my mortal preparation; 
and, by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Btr, May I be bold to acquaint his Grace, you are 
gone about it ? 

Far, I know not what tbefuccefs will be, my Lord; 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber, I know th'art valiant; and to the poflibility 
of foldierfhip, will. fubfcribe for thee; farewcl. 

Far, I love not many words. [Exit, 

S C E N E XL 

I Lord, XT O more than a filh loves water. — Is not 
X^ this a ftrange fellow, my Lord, that fo 
confidently feems to undertake this ou&nefs, which 
he knows is not to be done ; damns himfelf to do 
it, 4nd dares better be damn'd than todo't? > 

2 Lord, You do not know him, my Lord, as we 
do; certain it js, that he will fteal himfelf into a 
man's favour, and for a week efcape a great deal of 
difcoveries; but when you find him out, yoii have 
him ever after. 

Ber, Why, do you. think, he will make no deed 
at all of tlpLis, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs him- 
felf unto ? 

2 Lord; None in tl>e world, but return with an in- 
vention, and clap upon you two or three probable 
lies ; but we have almoft imbofs'd him, you fiiall fee 
his fall to night ; for, indeed, he is not for your 
lordlhip's refpeft, 

I Lord, We'll make you fome fport with tlie fox, 

* Iwiirprefently pen down my Dilemmas,] By this Word, Parolles is 
made to tiifinuate that he had feveral Ways, all equally certain, of 
recovering this Drum. For a Dilemma is an Argument that concludes 
both Ways. 

L 5 ere 
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ere \vc Cafe him. He was firft fmoak'd by the old 
lord Lafeu; when his difguife and he is parted, tell 
me what a fprat you fhali find him; which you (hall 
fee, this very night. 

2 Lord. I muft go and look my twigs ; he fiiall be 
caught. 

Ber. Your brother, he fhall go ^long with me. 

2 Lord. As't pleafe your lordfliip. Til leave you. 

[EkiL 

Btr. Now will Head you tothehoufe, ahd fliew you 
The lafs I fpoke of. 

I Lord. But you fay, Ihe's honcft. 

Ber. That's all the fault: I fptikeyiritli.her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I fent Lo her. 
By this fame coxcomb that we have i'th' wind, 
Tokens and letters, which flic diet re-fend; 
And this is ^\\ I've done : (he's a fair creature. 
Will you go fee her ? 

I Lord. With aH my hidrt, my lotdi [ExeM. 

SCENE Xli. 

Changes to the Widows Houfe. 
Enter Helena, and Widow. 
Hel. TF you mifdoubt me that I aitj not Ihe, 

X I know not, how I (hall affure you further; 
But I Ihall lofe the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Tho' my pftatfe be fallen,' I was wellborn. 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufineffes ; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ilaining z&. 

Hel. Nor would I wifli you. 
Firft, give me truft, thfe Count he is iny hufband; 
And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken, 
Is fo, from word to word ; and then you cannot^ 
By the good aid that I of you fliall borrow, 
Err in beftowing it. 

Wid. I fliould believe you, 

For 
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For you have IhewM me that, which well approves 
Y'are great in fortune. 

HeL Take this purfc of gold, . 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes your 

daughter. j 

Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty, 
Refolves to carry her ; let h^r confeat, 
As we'll direft her how, 'tis beft to bear it. 
Now his important blood will nought deny. 
That (he'll demand: a ring the Count does wear, 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds 
In moft rich choice; yet in his idkt&re, 
To buy his will, it would not feem> too dear, 
Howe'er repented after. 

Wid, Now I f«e the bottom of your purpofe. 

Hd.^YoM fee it lawful then. It isino-more. 
But that your daughter, ere fliefeemp as v/on, 
DeGres this ring*, appoints him an encounter; 
In' fine, delivers me 'to fill the time, 
Herfelf moft chaftly abfent : after this. 
To marry her, I'll add three thoisfami crowns .» 
To what is paft' already. ; = ^ 

Wid. I have yielded : 
Inftrud my daughter^ how Qie fhall perfdvfire^ . 
That time and pla<ie, with this deceit fo lawful. 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With mufic of all forts, and fongs compos'd 
To her unworthinefs: {it nothingfteads us ; 
To chide him from- our eaves, for he perfifis. 
As if his life lay on't. 

HeL Why then,'to night 
Let us affay our plot ; which if it fpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed; 

L 6 And 
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And lawful meaning in a wicked aft; 

Where both not fin, and yet a finful faft. 

But let's about it. [Exntnk 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Part of the French Camp in Florence. 

Enter one of the Frehch Lords, with Jive orjix Soldiers 
'in ambu/h, 

"' ' Lord. 

HE can comeno other way but by this hedge- 
corner); w)hen you fally upon him, fpeak what 
terrible language you will; though you underftand 
it not you rfelyes^fwol matter; fori we muft.not feem 
to underAand ihim^ unlefs fome one^ amongft us» 
whom we' muA produce for. an interpreter. , 

SoL Good'captain, let me be th' interpreter. 

Lord, Art not acquainted'with him ? knows he not 
thy voice ? cw! .• • i. .^ 

Sol, No^ Sir,'! warrant' you.,) ;: if... 

Lord, But what linfy-woolfy hafce thou to fpeak to 
us again ? . ' ' ' . ' 

SoL Ev'n fuch as you fpeakit-Pime^ , 

Lord, He mull think us fom^ band of Grangers 
i'th' adverfaries- entertainment. Now. he hath a fmack 
of all neighboprifrig languages, t^berisfore we muft every 
one be a man df .his own fancy; inot tgknow what 
we fpeak ,<ahe tq ajiiother, fo we^feem tQ.know, is to' 
know ftraight our purpofe : chough's language, gab- 
ble enough, and good enough* As for you. Inter- 
preier, you muftieem very politic. But couch, hoaf 
here he comes, tp beguile two hours in a fleep, and 
then to return and fwear the lies he forges. 

Enter 
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Enter Parolles. 

Par, Ten o'clock ; within thefe three hours 'twill 
be time enough to go home. What fliall I fay, I 
have done ? it muft be a very plaufive invention that 
carries it. They begin to fmoke me, and difgraccs 
have of late knocked too often at ray door; I find, 
my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart hath the 
fear of Mars before it and of his creatures, not daring 
the reports of my tongue. 

Lord. This is the firft truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. [Afide* 

Par. What the devil fhould inove me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant 
of the impoflibility, and knowing I had no fuch pur- 
pofe ? I muft give myfelf fome hurts, and fay, I got 
ihera in exploit ; yet flight ones will not carry it. 
They will fay, came you off with fo little ? and great 
ones I dare not give; wherefore what's the inftance? 
Tongue, I muft put you into a butter- woman's mouth, 
and buy myfelf another of Bajazefs mute, if you 
prattle me into thefe perils. 

Lord. Is it poflible, he (hould know what he is, 
and be that he is ? [AJide* 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would 
ferve the turn, or the breaking of my iSpan/^ fword. 

Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [AJide. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay, it 
was in ftratagem. 

Jj)rd. 'Twould not do. [AJide. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes,[and fay, I was ftript. 

Lord. Hardly ferve. ' [Afide. 

Par. Though I fwore, I leap'd from the window 
of the citadel — 

Lord. How deep? [AJide. 

Par, Thirty fathom. 

Lord. Three great oaths would fcarce make that 
be believed. [Afide. 

Par. 



Par, I would, I had any drum of the Enemies ; I 
would fwcar, I recovered it. 

Lord* You (hall hear one anon. [Afi^^* 

Par, A drum now of the enemies ! 

[Alarum within^ 

Lord, Tkroco movoujius^ cargo^ cargo^ cargo. 

AIL Cargo, cargo,, villiando par corbo, cargo. 

Par 4 Oh ! ralifom,ranfom :-*^do not hide mine eyes. 
[Theyfeize him and blindfold him. 

Inter. Bo/kos thromuldo bojkos. 

Par, I know, you are the Mu/kos regiment. 
And I fhall lofe my life for want of language. 
If there be here German, or Dane^ low DtUch^ 
Italian^ or French^ let him fpeak to rac, 
rU difcover That which ihall undo the RorerUine. 

InUr^ Bojkos vauvado ; I underftand thee« and can 
fpeak thy tongue; Kirelybonto,--^ Sii^ betake thee to 
thy faith, for feventeien poniards are at thy bofora. 

Par. Ohi 

Int. Oh, pray, pray, pray. 
Mdrycha raoaneha dulche. 

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos volivorco. 

Int. The general Is content to fpare thee yet, 
And» hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may 'ft inform 
Something to £ave thy life. 

Par. Oh let me live^ 
And all the.fecrets of our Gamp I'll (hew ; 
Their force, their purpofes: nay, FU fpeak That 
Which you will wonder at. 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If I do not, damn me. . 

Int. Acordo linta. . . 
Come on, thou art granted fpace. [Exit. 

[AJhorl alarum. within. 

Lord. Go, tell the Count RoufUlon and my brother, 
We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him 

mufSed 
'Till we do hear from thero. Sol. 
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^c^. Captain, I will. 

Lord. He will betray us all unto ourfelvcs. 
Inforrn 'cm That. 
SoL So I will. Sir.. 

Lord, 'Till then TU keep bim dark and fafeljr 
lockt. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Changes to the Widow's Houfe. 

Enter Bertram, and Diana. 

THEY told me, that*your name was FmtSfelL 
Dm. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled Goddets, 
And worth it with addition ! but, fair foul^ 
In your fine frame hash love na quality ? 
If ibe quick Are of ybiith light not your mittd, 
You are no Maidet), but a Mdnumiene: 
When you ai-e dead, you Ihduld b^ futh a one 
As yoii arc now, for you are cold and ftern ; 
And now yoti ihould be as your Mother was, 
When your fwect felf was got. 

Dia. She then was honeft* 

Ber. SoihooM.you be. ' 

Dia. No. 
My Motke'r* did but duty ; fuch^ my Lord, 
As you owe to your Wife. 

Ber. No moreo' that! 
I pr'ythee do not ftrivc againft my vows : 
I was compeU'd to her, but I love thee 
By. love's own fweet conftraint, and will for ever 
Do theet all rights of fervice. 

Dia. Ay^ fo you ferve us, 
'Till we ferve you: but when ypu have our rofes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves. 
And mock us with our barenefs. 

Ber. How have I fworn ! 

Dia. 
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Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth; 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true ; 
* What is not holy, that we fwear, not 'bides, — 
But take the High'ft to witnefs : then, pray tell me, 
If I (hould fwear by Jove's ^reat Attributes | 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 
When I did Jove you ill? this has no holding. 
To fwear by him whpm I proteft to love. 
That I will work againft him. Therefore, your 

oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions but unfeaFd ; 
At lead, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change itf 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy. 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts, 
That you do charge men with : ftand no more off^ 
But give thyfelf unto my fick defires. 
Which then recover. Say, thou art minq; and .ever 
My love, as it. be gins,, {hall fo perfever. 

Dia. I fee, that men make, hopes in.fucb affairs 
That we'll forfake ourfelves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. rU lend it thee, my Dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia, Will you not, my Lord? 

Ber. It is an Honour 'longing to q^r H(^ufe, 
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors; . • 
Which were thfe gr^ateft obloquy i'th' world 
In me to lofe. 

Dia. Mine Honour's fuch a ring ; 
My chaflity's. the jewel of our Houfe^ 

» What is not holy, that we fwear no/ by,] Yes, nothing is more conv- 
mon than fuch kind of Oaths. But Diahd'h not hfcrc accufmg Ber- 
tram for fwearing by a Being not hfoly, but for fwearing to aa un- 
holy Purpolc } therefore, is evidently corrupt, aixd (hould be read 
thus, 

What is not holy, thai wejwear, not 'bides, 
i. e. If we fwear to an unholy Purpofe the Oath abides not, but is 
diiTolved in the making. This is ?n Anfwer to the Purpofe. She 
Xubjoins the reafon two or three Lines after. 

Be- 
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Bequeathed down from many Aneeftors ; 
Which were the greateft oblocpiy Tth' worI4 
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the champion Honour on my part, 
Againd your vain aiTauh. 

Ber. Here, take my ring. 
My Houfe, my Honour, yea, my life be thine, 
And ril be bid by thee. 

Did. When midnight comes knock at my chamber 
window; 
I'll order take, my Mother fliall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of trath> 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor fpeak to me : 
My reafons are moi): ftrong, and you fliall know theniy 
When back again this ring fliall be deliver d; 
And on your finger, in the night, FU put 
Another ring, that^ what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future our paft deeds. 
Adieu, "till then ; then, fail not : you have won 
A Wife of me, tho' there my hope be done. 

Ber» A beav'n on earth Tve won by wooing thee, 

[Exit. 

t)ia. For which live long to thauk both heav'n 
and me. 

You may fo in the end. 

My Mother told me juft how he would woa» 

As if flie fat in's heart ; Ihe fays, all men 

Have the like paths : he had fworn to marry me,. 

When his Wife's dead : therefore FU lie with him. 

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are fo braid. 

Marry 'em that will, Fd live and die a maid; 

Only, in'this difguife, 1 think't no fin 

To cozen him, that would unjuftly wia» [ExiU 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to the French Camp in Florence. 

Enter the two French Jj>rds^ and two or three Soldiers. 
1 Lord.^XZ OU have not given him his Mother's 
JL letter ? 
2 Lord. I have deliver d it an hour fince ; there is 
fomething in't, that ftings his nature; for, on the 
reading it, he changed almoft into another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him 
for fliaking off fo good a wife, and fo fwect a lady. 

2 Lord. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlaft- 
ing difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his 
bounty to fing happinefs to him. I will tell you a 
thing, but you fliall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have fpoken it, 'tis deadly and 
I am the grave of it. 

2 Lord. He hath perverted a voung GcntlewOittaii 
here in Ftvrente^ of a moft chafte renown; alid this* 
night he flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour; 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks 
himfclf made in the unchafte compofition. 

1 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion; as we are 
ourfelves, what things are* we ! 

2 Lord, Merely our own traitors ; and, as in the 
common courfe of all treafons, we flill fee them re- 
veal themfelves, 'till they attain t6 their abhor d ends; 
fo he, that in this aflion contrives againft his- own 
Nobility, in his proper ftrcam overflows himfelf. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? we flialf not 
then have his company to night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is (fieted 
to his hour- 

I Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly 
have him fee his company anatomized, that he might 

take 
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take attieafure of his own Judgment, wbereinfo cu- 
rioufly he had fet this counterfeit. 

8 Lord. We will not meddle with him 'till he 
come; for his prefence muft be the whip of the other. 

I Lord, In the mean time, what hear you of thefc 
wars ? 

9 Lord, I hear, therd \i an overture of Peace. 
1 Lord, Nay, I alTure you, a Peace concluded; 

« Lord, What will Count RouJUlon do then ? will 
he travel higher, or return again into France f 

1 Lord, I perceive by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his Council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir ! fo fliould I be a great 
deal of his a£l. 

1 Lord, Sir, his Wife fome two months fince fled 
from his Houfe, her pretence is a Pilgrimage to St. 
Jaques le Grand ; which holy Undertaking, with moft 
atiflere fandimony, fhe accomplifh'd ;• aiid» thete re^ 
fidihgvthe teridernefs of her nature becam^as a prey 
to her grief; in fine, madeagroanof hcrlaft breatfa; 
and noV flie fiiags in heaven. 

2 Lord. Hbw is this juflified? 

I Lord', The ftroriger part of it by her own letters^ \ 
which makes hcrfiory true, even to thd point of' hei^ 
death ; her Death itfeif (which could not be her 0^ 
fice to fay, is come) was faithfully conBmi'd by tbe^ 
Raiftor of thfe place. 

8 Lord, Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 

I Lord, Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from- point, to the full arming of the verity. 

s Lord, I am heartily forry that he'll be' glad of 
this. 

1 Lard, Hxxw roigJitily fometimes^wemnke us com- 
forts of ourloffesi 

s Lord, And how mightily" fome other time^ we 
drown our gain in tears 1 the great dignity, that hi* 
valour hath here acquired fot him, iiiall at home be 
encountered with a (hame-aff ample. 

I Lord. 
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1 Lord, The web of our life is of a mingled yai^^ 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, 
if our faults whipt them not ; and our crimes would 
defpair^ if they were not cheriih'd by our virtues. 

Enter a Servant, 
How now ? where's your Mafter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet. Sir, of whom 
he hatb taken a folemn leave : his Lordfhip will next 
morning for Frana. The Duke hath offered him 
letters of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord, They fliall be no more than needful there< 
if they were more than they can commend. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. '*lr*HEV cannot be too fweet for thefeing^f 
X tartnefst here's his Lordfhip no\v. HoW 
now, my Lord, is't not after midnight ? 

Ber, I have to night difpatchM iiKteen bufinefles, 
a month's length a-piece, by an abftrafl of fuccefs ; 
I have congied with the Duke, done my adieu with 
his neareft ; buried a wife, moum'd for her ; writ to 
my lady mother, I am returning; entertaine4 my 
convoy ; and, between thefe main parcels of dif- 
patch, effefled many nicer needs •: the laft was the 
greateft, but That I have not ended yet. 

8 Lord, If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requires hafte 
of your Lordfnip. 

Ber, I mean, the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafter. But {hall we have this dia- 
logue between the fool and the foldier ? come, bring 
forth this counterfeit Medal ; h'as deceived me, like 
a double-meaning prophefier, 

2 Lord. Bring him forth ; h'as fat in the Stocks 
all night, poor gallant knave. 

. : Ber. 
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Ber. No matter ; his heels have defervM it, in 
wfurping his fpurs fo long. How does he carry 
himfelf? 

1 Lord. I have told your Lordfliip already : the 
Stocks carry him. But to anfwer you as you would 
be underftood, he weeps like a wench that had flied 
her milk; he hath confefs'd himfelf to Morgan^ whom 
he fuppofes to be a Friar, from the time of his re- 
membrance, to this very inllant difaflcr of his fetting 
iW Stocks ; and what, think you, he hath confeft ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Lord. His confeffion is taken, and it {hall be read 
to his face : if your Lordfliip be in't, as, I believe, 
you are, you muft have the patience to hear it. 

Enter ParoUes, with his Interpreter, 
Ber, A plague upon him^ muffled J he can fay 
nothing of me ; hufli ! hufli ! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroffk. 

Int, fie calls for the tortures ; what will you fay 
wthout'icm? 

Par. I will confefs what I know without conftraint; 
if ye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more. 

Int. Bq/ko Chimurcho. 

2 Lord, Biblibindo chicurmurco, 

. Int, You are a merciful General : oUrCeneral bids 
you anfwer to what» 1 fliall afk you out of a note. 

Par, And truly, as I hope to live. 

Int. Firil demand of him, how many Horfe the 
Duke is ftrong. What fay you to that? 

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and un- 
fcrviceable : the troops are all fcatter'd, and the Com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 
credit, and as I hope to live. 

Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ? 

Par. Do, ril take the Sacrament on't, how and 
which way you will : all's one to me. 

Ber, What a pa&faving Have is this i 

X Lord 
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I Lord. Y*arc decdv'd, my Lord, this is Monfieur 
Tarolles^ the gallant militarift, that was his own phrafe, 
that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
fcarf, and the pradice in the chape of his dagger. 

2, Lord, I will never truft a man again for keeping 
his fwond clean ; nor believe, he can have every thing 
in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

Int. Well, that's fct down. 

Bar. Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid (I will fay 
true) or thereajbonts, fet down, for TU fpeak truth. 

1 Lard. He's very near the truth in this. 

fier. But I con him no thanks for t, in the nature 
he delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, fay. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, Sir : a truth's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

Int. Demand of him,, of what ftrength they are 
a-foot. What fay you to that ? 

Par. By ray troth, Sir, if I were to live tltis pre- 
fent hour, I will tell true. Let mc fee ; Spuria a hun- 
dred and ^(tyySebaJlian fa many, Corambus fo many, 
Jaques fo many ; GuUiian^ CqfmOy Locbwick, and Gratii^ 
two hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, 
Chitopher^ Vaumond, Bentiiy two hundred and fifty each : 
fo that the mufler file, rotten and found, upon my 
life, amounts not to fifteen thoufand Poll ; half of 
the which dare not {hake the fnow from off their caf- 
focks, left they (hake themfelves to pieces. 

Ber. What fhail be done to him ? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have 
with the Duke. 

Int. Well, that's fct down. You fliall demand of 
him, whether one Captain Dumain be i'th' camp, a 
Frenchman: what his reputation is with the Duke, 
wliat his valour, honefty, and expertnefs in war; or 
whether he thinks, it were not pofiible with well- 
weighing 
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weighiog fums.of gold to corrupt him to revolt. 
What fay you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particu- 
lar of the Interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 
Int, Do you know this Captain Dumain? 
Par: I know him; he was a botcher s 'prentice. iiji 
Paris^ from whence he was whipt for getting the 
fheriff's. fool with child ; a dumb innocent^ that; could 
not fay him nay, 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; ^p^ I 
know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 
Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke ot Florences 
Camp? 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfy. 
1 Lord, Nay, look not fo upon me, we fhall hear 
of yourLordfhip anon. 

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke ? 
Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a. poor 
oflScer of mine ; and writ to me the other day, to 
turn hiitt out o'th' band. I think, I have his letter 
in my pocket. 

Int. Marry, we'll fearch. 

Par. In good fadnefs, I do not. know ; either it is 
there, or it is upon the file with tbc Duke's other 
letters in my tent. 

Int. Here 'tis, here's a paper, {hall I r^ad it to you? 
Par. I do not know, if it be it or no. 
Ber, Our Interpreter does it well- 
I Lord. E^tcellently. 

. Int. Dian, the Count's afooL and full of gold* 

Par. That is not the Duke\s letter. Sir; that is an 

/ advertifement to a proper maid in Florence^ one Diana^ 

to take heed of the allurement of one Count ll(?u^//(w, 

a foolilh idle boy; but, for all that, very ruttifii. I 

pray you. Sir, put it up again. 

Int, Nay, Fll read it firft, by your favour. 
Par. My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeft 
in the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young 

Count 



Count to be a dangerous and lafcivious boy. Who is 
a whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it 
finds. 

Ber^ Damnable ! both fides rogue« 
Interpreter reads the letter. 
When hefvHars oaths^ bid him drop gt?/rf, end take it. 

After he /cores, he never pays the /core : 
Half won, is match xoell made; match, and well make it: 

He nier pays after debts, take it before. 
And fay, afoldier (Dian) told thee this : 
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kifs. 
For^ count of this, the CounCs afooU ^ know it; 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 

•Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 

PaROLL£S. 

Ber. He (hull be whipt through the army with this 
rhime in his forehead. 

9 Lord. This is yout devoted friend, Sir, the ma- 
nifold linguift, and the armi-potent foldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, 
and now he'^s a cat to me. 

Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, wc 
Ihall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life. Sir, in any cafe ; not that I am afraid 
to die; but that my offences being many, I ^ould re- 
pent out the remainder of nature. Let me live. Sir, in 
a Dungeon, i'th' Stocks, any where, fo I may live. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefs 
freely; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain : 
you have anfvver'd to his reputation with the Duke, 
and to his valour. What is his honefty ? 

Par. He will fteal; Sir, an egg out of a cloifter ; 
for rapes and ravifliments he parallels J^effus. He 
profeffes no keeping of oaths ; in breaking ihem he 
is ftronger than Hercules. He will lie. Sir, with fuch 
volubility, that you would think, truth were a fool : 

drunk- 
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drunkennefs is his beft virtue, for he will be fwinc- 
drunk, and in his deep he does little harm, fave to 
iis bed-clothes about him ; but they know his con- 
ditions, and lay him in ftrayv. I have but little more 
to fay, Sir, of his honefty, he has every thing that 
an honeft man (hould not have ; what an honeft man 
fhould have, he has nothing. 

I Lord. I begin to love him for this. 
Ber. For this defcription of thine honefty ? a pox 
upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 
Int. What fay you to his expertnefs in war ? 
Par. Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the Eng- 
li/k Tragedians : to belie him, I will not; and more 
of his foldierfliip I know not; except, in that Coun- 
try, he had the honour to be the Officer at a place 
there call'd Mile-end^ to inftru6l for the doubling of 
files. I would do the man what honour I can, but 
of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany fo far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat flill. 
Int. His Qualities being at this poor price, I need 
not to aflc you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a Quart-d'ecu^ he will fell the fee-fim-v 
pie of his falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut 
th' intail from all remainders, and a perpetual fuc- 
ceOion for it perpetually. 

Int. What's his Brother, the otherCaptainDttmam? 
Si Lord. Why docs he alk him of me ? 
Int. What's he ? 

Par. E'en a crow o'th' fame neft; not altogether 
fo great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great 
deal in evil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, 
yet his brother is reputed one of the beft that is. In 
a Retreat he out-runs any lacquey ; marry, in com» 
ing on he has the cramp. 

Int. If your life be faved, will you undertake to 
betray the Florentine? 

Vol. HI. M Par. 
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Far. Ay, and the Captain of his horfe, Count 
Koujillon. 

Int. ril whifper with the General, and know his 
plcafure. 

Far. ninomore drumming, a plague of all drums! 
Only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fup- 

?ofition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have 
run into danger; yet who would have fufpeAed an 
ambulh where I was taken ? [Ajide. 

Int. There is no remedy, Sir, but you muft die; 
the General fays, you, that have fo traiteroufly dif- 
covered the fecrets of your army, and made fuch 
peftiferous reports of men very nobly held, can ferve 
the world for no honeft ufe; therefore you muft die. 
Come, headfman, o£Fwith his head. 

Far. O lord, Sir, Jet me live, or let me fee my 
death. 

Int. That (hall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends. \jjnbinding him. 

So, look about you , know you any here ? 

Ber. Good-morrow, noble Captain. 

s Lord, God blefs you, Captain Farolles. 

I Lard. God fave you, noble Captain. 

s Lord. Captain, what Greeting will you to my 
Lord Lafeu f I am for France, 

1 Lord. Good Captam, will you give roe a copy of 
that fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
Count RoufiUon? if I were not a very coward, I'd 
compel it of you ; but fare you well. [Exeunt, 

Int. You are undone. Captain, all but your fcarf ; 
that has a knot on't yet. 

Far. Who cannot be crufli'd with a Plot ? 

Int. If you could find gut a Country where but 
women were that had received fo much fhame, you 
might begin an impudent Nation. Fare you well, 
Sir, I am for France too, we (ball fpeak of you there. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Far. 'XT ET am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
JL 'Twould burft at this. Captain I'll be no 
more. 
But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft, 
As Captain fhall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live : who knows himfelf a braggart^ 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs, 
That every braggart fhall be found an afs. 
Ruft, fword ! cool, blulhes ! and, Parolles, live' 
Safeft in Ihamel! being fool'd, by fool'i 
There's place and means for every man 
I'll after them. [EhU. 
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SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Widow's Houfe^ at Florence • 

Enter Helena, Widow and Diana. 

Hel. 'TnHAT you may well perceive I have not 

X wrong'd you. 

One of the Created in the chriftian world 
Shall be my Surety; 'fore whofe Throne 'tis needful^ 
Ere I can perf^d mine intents, to kneel. 
Time was, I did him a defired office 
Dear almoft as his life ; which, gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep forth, 
And anfwer thanks. I duly am informed. 
His Grace is at Marfeilles^ to which place 
We have convenient Convoy ; you muft know, 
I am fuppofed dead ; the Army breaking. 
My hufband hies him home : where, heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome. 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 

M f Yoit 



94S Alts well, that Ends well. 

You never had a fervant, to whofe truft 
Your bufinefs was more welcome* 

Hel. Nor you, Miftrefs, 
.Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompenfe your love: doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's dower. 
As it hath fated her to be * my motive 
And helper to a hufband. But, O firange men ! 
That can fuch fweet ufe make of what they hate« 
When Fancy, tru^ling of the cozen'd thoughts. 
Defiles the pitchy night ; fo luft doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana^ 
(Under my poor inftrudions) yet muft fuffcr 
Something in my behalf. 

Diana. Let death and honefiy 
Go with your impofitions, I am yours 
Upon your will to fuflFen 

Hd. Yet I pray you : 
But with the word the time will bring on fummei;, 
When briars (hall have leaves as well as thorns. 
And be as fweet as (harp : we muft away. 
Our Waggon is prepared, t and time revyes us ; 
AlCs well^ that ends well; ftill the Fine's the crown; 
Whatever the courfe, the end is the renpwp. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to RoufiUon in France. 

Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clown. 
Laf. "XT O, no, no, your Son was mif-led with a 
xS fnipt-taffata fellow there, whofe villainous 
faffrqn would have made all the unbak'd and dowy 
youth of a nation in his colour. Your daughter-in* 
law had been alive at this hour ; and your Xon here 

• my motive] Motive for Affiftant. 

t fime revyes tuj] i. #. looks us in the Fatce^ 

a^ 
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IH home, *moTe advantaged by the King, than by - 
that red-tail'd humble-bee I fpeak of. 

Count, I would, I had not known him ! it was the 
death of the moll virtuous Gentlewoman that ever 
Nature had Praife for creating : if (he had partaken 
of my flefli, and coft me the deareft groans of a Mo- 
ther, I could not have owed her a more rooted love. 

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady^ We 
may pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch an- 
other herb* 

Qo. Indeed, Sir, flie was the fweet marjoram of the 
fallet, or rather the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not fallet-berbs, you knave, they 
are nofe-herbs. 

Qo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not 
much ikill in grafs. 

Laf» \yhether doft thou profefs thyfelf, a knave 
or a fdol ? 

Qo, A fool. Sir, at a woman's fervice ; ^nd a 
knave^ at a man's. 

Laf, Your diftinftion? 

Go, I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his 
fiervice. 

Laf, So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed. 

Qo, And I would give his wife my folly. Sir, to 
do her fervice. 

Laf I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both knave 
and fool. 

Qo, At your fervice. 

Laf, No, no, no. 

Qo. Why, Sir, if I cannot fervc you, I can fervt 
as great a Prince as you are. 

Laf Who's that, a Frenchman? 

* more advanced hy the King,] A notable Obfervadon this ; that 
the young Lord had been higher advanced by the King had he (laid 
at Court, than he was by his beggarly Follower Paroltes. We fhould 
read, more advantaged, i, e. the King would have been a better Tu- 
tor to the raw young Man than Parolles^ whole Frofeifion it was. 

M 3 Qoi 
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Clo. Faith, Sir, he has an Engli/h name : but his 
phifnomy is more honoured in France than there. 

Laf. What Prince is that ? 

Cio. The blatk Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of 
Darknefs, alias the Devil. 

• Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe ; I give thee not 
this to feduce thee from thy Maftef thou talk'il of, 
fcrve him ftill. 

Clo. Fm a woodland fellow. Sir, that always lov d 
a great fire; and the Mafter I fpeak of ever keeps a 
good fire ; but, fure, he is the Prince of the world, 
let his Nobility remain in's Court. I am for the 
Houfe with the narrow gate, which I take to be too 
little for Pomp to enter : fome, that humble them- 
fclvcs, may ; but the many will be too chill and ten- 
der, and they'll be for the flow'ry way that leads to 
the broad gate, and the great fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee, 
and I tell ihee fo before, becaufe I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways, let my hoffes be well looVd 
to, without any tricks. 

Clo-, If I put any tricks u]^on 'em, they (hall be 
jades' tricks, which are their own right by the law of 
Nature. [ExiL 

Laf. A flirewcd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My Lord, that's gone, made him* 
felf much fport out of him: byliis authority he re- 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his fau- 
cinefs ; and, indeed, he has no pace^ but runs where 
he will. 

Laf. 1 like him well, 'tis not amifs ; and I was 
about to tell you, fince I heard of the good Lady's 
death, and that my Lord your Son was upon his re- 
turn home, I mov'd the King, my Mafter, to fpeak 
in the behalf of my Daughter; which, in the minori- 
ty of them both, Ixis Majefty, out of a felf-gracious 
remembrance, did firft propofe ; his Highnefs hath 
promised me to do it ; and to ft op up the difpleafure 

he 
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he hath conceived againflyourfon, there is no fitter 
matter. How do's your Ladyihip like it ? 

Count, With very much content, my Lord, and I 
wilh it happily efFefled. 

Laf. His Highnefs comes poft from Marfeilles^ of 
as able a body as when he numbered thirty ; he will 
be h^re to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in 
fuch intelligence hath feldom fail'd. 

Count, It rejoices me, that hope, that I fliall fee 
him ere I die. I have letters, that my fon will be 
here to night : I (hall befeech your Lordmip to remain 
with me 'till they meet together. 

L(kf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners L 
might fafely be admitted; 

Count, You need but plead your honourable privi- 
lege. 

Laf, Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; 
but, I thank my God, it holds yet. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo, O, Madam, yonder's my Lord, your fon, with 
a patch of velvet on''s face ; whether there be a fear 
under't, or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly 
patch of velvet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile 
and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count. A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a good 
livery of honour. So, belike, is that. 

Clo, * But it is your carbinado'd face. 

Laf. Let us go fee your fon, I pray you: I long 
to talk with the young noble foldier. 

Clo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine 
hats and moft courteous feathers, which how the 
head, and nod at every man. [Exeunt. 

# But it is your carlonado'd face,'] Mr. Pop* reads it carhinado^d^ 
which is right. The Joke, fucH as it is, confifts in the Allufion to 
a Wound made with a Carabine ; Arms, which Henry IV. had 
made famous, by bringing into Ufe amon£;{l his Hoife. 
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A C T V. S C E N E L 

The Court ^France, at Marfeillcs. 
Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants, 

Helena. 

BUT this exceeding polling day and night 
Muft wear your fpirits low; we cannot help it. 
But fince you've made the days and nights as one. 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs ; 
Be bold, you do fo grow in my requital, 
- As nothing can unroot you. In happy time,— — 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his Majefty's ear, 
If he would fpend his power. God lave you, Sir. 

Gen^. And you. 

HeL Sir, I have fecn you in the court of France. 

Gent. I have been fometimes there. 
^ Het, I do prefume. Sir, that you are not fallen 
Trom the report that goes upon your goodnefs ; 
And therefore, goaded with moft (harp occafions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The ufe of your own virtues, for the which 
I fliall continue thankful. 

G^n/. 'What's your .will? 

Hel. That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor petition to the King ; 
And aid rae with that ilore of power you have, 
To come into his prcfence. 

Gent. The King's not here. 

Het. Not here. Sir? 

Gent. Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd laft night, and with more hafte 
Than is his ufe. 

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains I 

Het. 
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Heh AlCs well^ that ends well yet, 
Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit: 
I do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roufilon^ 
Whither I'm going. 

Hel. I befeech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before me. 
Commend this paper to his gracious hand; 
Which, I prefume, fliall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us means, 

Gent. This I'll do for you. 

Hel. And you fliall find yourfelf to be well thank'd^ 
What-e'er falls more. We muft to horfe again. 
Go, go, provide, [Exeunt^ 

SCENE IL 

Changes to Roufillon. 

Enter Glown, and Parolles. 
Par. /^ O O D Mr. Levatch^ give my Lord Lafeu ihit 
VT letter; I have ere now. Sir, been better 
known to you, when I have held familiarity with 
freflier clothes; but I am now.. Sir, mudJied in for- 
tune's moat, and fmell fomewhat ftrongof her ftrong 
difpleafure. 

Clo. Truly, fortune's difpleafure is but fluttifli, if 
it fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak'ft of: I will hence- 
forth eat no fi& of fortune's butt'ring. Pr'ythee, 
allow the wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your nofe. Sir; I 
fpake but by a metaphor. 

Oo. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, I will 
ftop my nofe againft any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee 
get thee further. ' 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

M 5 Clo. 



f 34 ^'^^ ^^* ^^ ^^ ^^* 

Clo. Foh! pr'ythcc, ftand away; a paper from 
fortune'$ clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman ! look 
here he comes bimfelf. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of fortune^s, Sir, or fortune^s cat, 
(but not a muik-cat;) that hath faii'n into the unclean 
filhpond of her difpleafure^ and, as he fays, is mud- 
died withal. Pray you. Sir, ufe the carp as you may; 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolim, 
rafcally knave. I do pity his diftrefs in my fimilies 
of comfort, and leave him to your Lordfhip. 

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly fcratch'd. 

Laj. And what would you have me to do ? 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd 
the knave with fortune, that fhe fhould fcratch you, 
who of herfelf is a good Lady, and would not have 
knaves thrive long under her ? there's a Quart-dCicu 
for you : let the juftices makeyou andfortune friends ; 
I am for other bufinefs. 

Fat. I befeech your honour, to hear me one Cnglc 
•word. 

Laf. You beg a fingle penny more : come, you 
Oiall ha't, fave your word. 

Far^ My name, my good Lord, is ParolUs. 

Laf^ You beg more than one word then. Cox' my 
paflion ! give me your hand : how docs your drum? 

far. O my good lord, you were the firft that 
found me. 

Laf. Was I, infooth ? and I was the firft that loft 
thee. 

Far. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in fome 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee, knave I doft thou put upon 
me at once both the office of God and the Devil? one 
brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. 
[Sound Trumpets.] The King's coming, I know, by 

bii 
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his trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, I had 

talk of you laft night; tho' you are a fool and a 

knave, you (hall cat ; go to, follow. 

Far. I praife God for you. [ExeutU. 

SCENE III. 

Flouri/h. Enter King, Countefs, Lafeu, the two French 

Lords^ with Attendants. * 
King. Wf^ loft a jewel of her, our efteem 

V V Was made much poorer by it ; but your 
fon, 
As mad in folly, lacked the fenfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 

Count, 'Tis paft, my Liege; 
And I befcech your Majefty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i'th' blade of youth, 
When oil and fire, too ftrong for reafon's forcci 
Overbears it, and burns on. 

King. My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all; 
Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to &oot. 

Laf. This I muft fay. 
But firft I beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his mother, and his lady, 
OfiFence of mighty note; but to himfelf 
The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife, 
Whofe beauty did aftonifli the furvey 
Of richeft eyes ; whofe words all ears took captive; 
Whofe dear perfeftion, hearts, that fcorn'd to fcrvc, 
Humbly calPd miftrefs. 

King. Praifing what is loft, 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well— call him 

hither; 
We're reconcil'd, and the firft view ftiall kUI 
All repetition: let him not alk our pardon. 
The nature, of his great offence is dead, 

M6 And 
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And deeper than oblivion we do bury 
Th' incenfing relics of it. Let him approach, 
A ftranger, no offender; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he fliould. 

Gent. I fliall, my Liege. 

King. What fays he to your daughter ? Have you 
fpoke ? 

Laf. All, that heis, hathreference to yourHighnefs. 

King. Then ftall we have a match^ I have letters 
fent rii.e. 

That fet him high in fame. . ' 

• - 'W ' 

SCENE IV. 

i . Enter Bertram. 

Zij/l T T E looks well on't. 

xJL King. I'm not a day of feafon, 
•For thou may'ft fee a fun-fliine and a hail 
In me at once ; but to the brighteft beams 
Diftraded clouds give way; fo Hand thou forth. 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high repented blames, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. All is whole, 
Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Let's take the inftant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick'ft decrees 
Th' inaudible and noifelefs fool of time 
Steals, ere we can effeA them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ?• 

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At firft 
1 ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Burft make too bold a herald of my tongue: 
Where the impreffion of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt his fcornful perfpedive did lend me, 
'Which warp'd the line of every other favour ; 
ScQrch'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftolPn; 

Extended 
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Extended or contraded all proportions 
To a moft hideous objeA : thence it came. 
That flie, whom all men prais'd, and whom «nyfelf. 
Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duft that did ofFend it. 

King. Well excused: 
That thou doll love her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great 'compt ; but love, that comes too late 
Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried, 
To the great fender turns a fore offence. 
Crying, that's good that is gone : our rafli faults 
IVftflie trivial price of ferious things we have. 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Oft our difpleafures, to ourfelves uujuft, 
Deftroy our friends, and, after, weep their duft ; 
Our own love, waking, cries to fee what's done, ^ 
While fhameful hate fleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this fweet Helens knell ; and now, forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin^ 
The main confents are had, and here we'll ftay 
To fee our widower's fecond marriage-day: 

Count. Which better than thefirft, Odear heav'n, 
blcfs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceafe ! 

Laf. Gome on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name * 
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter. 
That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard. 
And every hair that's on't, Heien^ that's dead, 
Was a fweet creature: fuch a ring as this. 
The laft that e'er flie took her leave at court;, 
I faw upon her finger. 

Ber. Her's it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it: For mine eye. 
While I was (peaking, oft was faften'd to't. 
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen^ 
I bad her, if her fortunes ever flood 
Neccffitied to help, that by this token 

I would 
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I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 

Of what (bould Read hei moft? 

Ber. My gracious -Sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleafesyou to take it fo, 
The ring was never her's. 

Count, Son, on my life, 
I've feen her wear it, and fhe reckoned it 
At her life's rate. 

Laf. I'm fure, I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, (he never faw it; 
In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it: Noble (he was, and thought 
I flood engag'd; but when I had fubfcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour 
As fhe had made the overture, (he ceafl 
In heavy fatisfaftion, and would never 
Receive the ring again* 

King. Flutus himfelf. 
That knows the tinft and multiplying medicine. 
Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience. 
Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's^ 
Whoever gave it you : then if you know. 
That you arc well acquainted with yourfelf, 
Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the. Saints to furcty, 
That (he would never put it from her finger, 
Unlefs (he gave it ta yourfelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come) or fent it us 
Upon her great difafter. 

Ber. She never faw it. ' 

King. Thou fpeak'ft it falfely, as I love mine ho- 
nour; 
And mak'ft conjeS'ral fears, to come into me, 
Which I would fain (hut out; if it (hould prove 
That thou artfo inhuman — 'twill not prove fo — 
And yet I know not — thou didft hate her deadly. 

And 
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And (he is dead; which nothing, but to clofe 
Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe, 
More than to fee this ring. * Takp him away* 

[Guards feize Bertram, 
My fore-paft proofs, howe'er the matter fall. 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, 
We'll fift this matter further. 

Ber. If you (hall prove. 
This ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafy 
Prove that I hufbanded her bed in Florence^ 
Where yet (he never was. [Exit Bertram fiwrtf^ib 

S C E N E v. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. T'M wrap'd in difmal thinkings. 

X Gent. Gracious Sovereign, 
Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not : 
Here's a petition from a Florentine^ 
* Who hath fome four or five removes come Ihort 
To tender it herfelf. I undertook it, 
Vanquifli'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech 
Of the poor fuppliant, who by this, I know, 
Is^^here attending: her bufinefs looks in her 
With an importing vifage ; and (he told "me. 
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your Highnefs with herfelf. 

The King reads a letter. 

Upon kis many proteftations to marry me^ when his wife 
was dead, 1 hlujh to Jay it, he won me. Now is the Count 
Roulillon a widower^ his vows are forfeited to me, and 

# Who kaih for four or Jive removes come Jhort"] Wc ihould read. 
Who h^h fomt Jour or Eve removes conejhort. So in King Lear^ 
For ihat I am fome twelve orjourteen moonfnims 
Lag oj a brother, ' ~ ~ ■ 

my 
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my honour's paid to him. Hejlolefroin Florence, taking 
no leave^ arid I follow him to this country for jujiice : grant 
it me^ OKing^ in you it biftlies; otherwifsafeducerjlouri/hes, 
and. a poor maid is undone. 

Diana Capulet. 

• Laf I will buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, and toll 
for him. For this, FIl none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
Lafeu^ 
To bring forth this difcov'ry. Seek thefe fuitors : 
Gofpeedily, and bring again the Count. 

Enter Bertram. 

I am afraid, the life of Helen (lady) 
Was foully fnatch'd. 

Count. Now juftice on the doers ! 

King. I wonder, Sir, wives are fo monilrous ta 
you. 
And that you fly them as you fwear to them ; 
Yet you defire to wed. What woman's that ? 

Enter Widow and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched florentine^ 
Derived from the ancient Capulet; 
My fuit, as I do underftand, you know. 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. I am her mother. Sir, whofe age and honour 
Bothfuffer under this complaint we bring. 
And both fliall ceafe without your remedy. 

King. Come hither. Count; do you know thefe 
women ? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can, nor will, deny 
Bui that 1 know them; do they charge me further ? 
' IHa. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your wife ? 

Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you {hall marry. 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; 

You 
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Vbu give away heav'n's vows, and thofe are mine \ 
You give away myfelf, which is known mine; 
Pot I by vow am io embodied yours, 
That flie, which marries you, muft marry me, 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too (hort for my 

daughter, you are no hufband for her. [Ta Bertram. 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defp'rate creature, 

Whom fometime I have laugh'd with: let your. 

Highnefs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that 1 would fink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend, 
^Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your honour, 
Than in my thought it lies ! 

Dia. Good my lord, 
Aik him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What fay'ft thou to her? 
Ber, She's impudent, my Lord; 
And was a common gamefter to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if 1 were fOf 
He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 
Whofe high refpeft and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel : yet for all that. 
He gave it to a commoner o'th* camp. 
If I be one. 

Count. He bluQies, and 'tis his i 
Of fix preceding anceftors, that gem 
Conferred by Teftament to th' fequent iffuC, 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife, . 
That ring's a thoufand proofs. 
King. Meihought, you faid, 
You faw one here in Court could witnefs it. 

Dia. I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce 
So bad an inftrument \ his name's Farolles* 

Laf^ 
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Laf. I faw the man to day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him ? 
He's quoted for a moft perfidious flave. 
With all the fpots o'th' world tax'd and debofli'd. 
Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth. 
Am I or that or this, for what he'll utter, 
That will fpeak any thing? 

King. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber. I think, flie has; certain it is, I lik'd her. 
And boarded her i'th' wanton way of youth : 
She knew her diftance, and did angle for me. 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint ; 
As all impediments in fancy's courfe 
Are motives of more fancy : and in Ene, 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate : Die got the ring ; 
And I had That, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought, 

Dia. I muft be patient: 
You, that turn'd off a firft fo noble wife. 
May juftly diet me. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I wilUofe a hufband,) 
Send for your ring, -I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King., What ring was yours, I pray you? 

Dia, Sir, much like the fame upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-ihed. 

King. The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him 
Out of a cafement. 

Dia. I have fpoke the truth. 
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SCENE VI. 

EnUr Parolles. 

B€r, Ti y|"Y Lord, I do confefs, the ring was hers. 
iVJL King, You boggle flirewdly, every fea- 
ther ftarts you I 

Is this the man you fpeak. of? 

Dia. It is, my Lord. 

King. Tell me. Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge 
you, 
Not fearing the dilpleafure of your mafter, 
Which on your juft proceeding Til keep oflF; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par, So pleafe your Majefty, niy mafter hath been 
an honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in 
him, which Gentlemen have. 

King, Come, come, to thepurpofe; did he love 
this Woman ? 

Par, Faith, Sir, he did love her ; but how? 

King, How, I pray you ? 

Par, He did love her. Sir, as a Gentleman lovc^ 
a Woman. 

King, How is that ? 

Par, He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King, As thou art a knave, and no knave ; what 
an equivocal companion is this ? 

Par, I am a poor man, and at your Majefty's 
Command. 

Laf, He's a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty 
Orator. 

l)ia. Do you know, he promisM me marriage? 

Par, 'Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'ft ? 

Par, Yes, fo pleafe your Majefly. I did go between 
them, as I faid ; but more than that, he lov'd her : 
for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, 

and 
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and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not what i 

Jet I was in that credit with them at that time, that 
knew of their going to bed, and of Other motions, 
as promifing her marriage, and things that would 
derive me ill-will to fpeak of; therefore I will not 
fpeak what I know. 

King. Thou haft fpoken all already^ unlefs'^ thoa 
canft fay they are married ; but thou art too fine in 
thy evidence ; therefore ftalid afidc. This ring, you 
fay, was yours ? 

Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Difl. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King, If it were yours by none of all thefc ways. 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia» I never gave it him. 

Laf, This woman's an eafy glove, my Lord, fke 
goes ojBF and on at pleafure. 
- King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now; 
To prifon with her : and away with him. 
Unlefs thou teirft me where thou hadft this ring, 
Thou dicft within this hour. 

Dia. ril never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. ril put in bail, my Liege. 

JCifi^. I think thee now fome common cuftomer. 

Dia. By J<w«, if ever I knew a man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this 
while ? 
. -Dia. Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty ; 
He knows, I am no maid, and he'll fwear to't; 
I'll fwear, I am a maid, and he knows not. 

Great 
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Great King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life? 
Fm eitber maid, or elfe this old man's wife. 

[Pointing to Lafeu. 

King, She does abufe out ears ; to ptifon with he?. 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir, 

[Exit Widow, 
The jeweller, that owns the riog, is fent for. 
And he (hall farety me. But for this Lord, 

[To Bertram. 
-Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf, 
Tho' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himfelf, my bed he hath defifd. 
And at that time he got his wife with child ^ 
Dead tho' ftie be, (he feels her young one kick« 
So there's my riddle ; one, that's dead, is quick. 
And now behold the meaning. 

Enter Helena, and Widow. 
King, Is there no Exorcift 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
Is't real, that I fee ? 

HeL No, my good Lord. 
'Xis but a fliadow of a wife you fee. 
The name, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, botU; oh, pardon ! [maid, 

HeL Oh, my good Lotd, when I wa^ like this 
I found you wond'rous kind ; there is your ring, 
And look you, here's your letter : this it fays, 
When from mj finger you can get this ring. 
And are by me with child^ fee. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
Ber, If flie, my Liege., can make me know this 
clearly, 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue. 
Deadly divorce ftep between me and you ! 
P my dear mother, do I fee you living ? 

[To the Countefs. 
Laf. 
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LaJ. Mine eyes fmell onions, I (balLweep anon : 
Good To/m Drum, lend me a handkerchief, 

[To ParoUes. 
Sp, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make fport 
with thee : let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy 
ones« 

King, Let us from point to {>oint this flory know. 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : 
If thou be'ft yet a frefli uncropped flower, 

[To Diana •< 
Chufc thou thy hufband, and Til pay thy dower; 
For I can guefs, that, by thy honeft aid. 
Thou kept'ft a wife herfelf, thyfelf a maid. 
Of that and all the progrefs more and lefs, 
Refolvedly more leifure fhall exprefs : 
All yet fecms well ; and if it end fo meet, 
The bitter pail, more welcome ii the fweet. 

[Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE, 

Spoken by the K I N G. 

r'HE King^s a beggar^ now the play is done: 
All is well ended, ifthisfuit be won^ 
That you exprefs content; which we will pay, 
Withjtrife to plcaje you, day exceeding day ; 
; Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts; 
four gentle hands lend us^ and take our hearts. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

ORSINO, Duke of lUyth. 

Sebaftian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 

Antonio, a Sea-captain, Friend to Sebafiian^ 

Curio^*^^' I ^^^^^^^^ attending on the Duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-check, afooli/h Knight^ pretending 

to Olivia. 
A Sea-captain, Friend to Viola. 
F^hiKU, Servant to Olivia. 
Malvolio, afantajtical Steward to Olivia. j 

Chwn^ Servant to Olivia. ] 

Olivia, a Lady of great Beauty and Fortune^ beloved by 

the Duke. 
Viola, in love with the Duke^ .... 
Maria, Olivia's TVbman. . ! ,' {\. 

Priejl, Sailors^ Officers^ and other Attendants. 

[^S C E N E, a City on the Coajl oflWyxi^. I 
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O R, 

WHAT YOU WILL 

ACT L SCENE I. 
The P A L A C E. 

Enter the Duke^ Curio, and Lgrdsf. 

D U K E< 

IF mufic be the food of love, play on ; 
Give meexcefs of it; that, furfeiting 
The appetite ; Love may ficken, and fo die,. 
That ftrain again ; — it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the fweet fputh, 
That breathes upon.abank ofviolets^ 
Stealing, and giving pdour. Enough !-i— no more; 
'^Tis npt fo fweet now, as it was before. 
O fpirit of love, how quick and frefli art thou ! 
That, notwithftanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there. 
Of what validity and pitch foe'er. 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute ; fo full of fliapes in fapcy, *' : 
That it alone is high fantaftical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord? ; 

Duke. Vfh2it, Curio? 

Vol* IIL N Cur. 
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Cur. The hart. 

Dtti«. "Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I have: 
O, when my Eyes did fee Olivia firft, ' 

Mclhought, ihe purg'd the air of pcfttlcticc{ 
That inftant was I turnM into a hart, 
And my defirds, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E'erfincepurfueme. How now, what news from her? 

'Enter Valentine. » 

• V^l, 45o-pIffafemy Lord, I might not.be admitted* 
But from her hand-maid do return this^anfwer : 
The element- itfdf, ' till- fcven years lience. 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a-cloyflrefs, flie will veiled walk. 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending ^riae : all this^ io feafon ^ 
A brother's dead love, which ftie would keep frcSh 
And laAing i%i^ h«riad i»6m€tobi»a>ace. 

Diike. O, (he, that hath a heart of that fine frame. 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother. 
How will fhe lo\'e, when the rich g;6lden -(baft 
Hath kill'd the- flotk of all afifeftions elfe 
That live iti her ? when Hver, brain, and heart, - 
Three foy'reign tferoiifes, are kll f apply *d, and fillM, 
(*^0 fwcet perfedion * )with one' fdf-fame'Ring ! 
Away before me to fsveet beds' of flowers? ; : 
Love-thoughti lie rich, wtien eanopy'd' with bowers. 

' [Eiceurit, 

SCENE IL 

The Street. ' 
Enter Y'H>l4%a Captain and Smlors. 

Vio. \ TfJ H AT country, friends; is this? 
*VV Cap.Illj^ia.L'ady. 
Fw. And what ftiould I do in 2/i?^w? 

« Hcr/tveet perfeHions !] Wc fhould read, and point it thus, 
I Jweet perjeaion !) 

My 
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My brother he is in Elyfium.- 



Perchance, he;is »ot dro,wix''d; wbat think you, farilQTS? 

Cap. It is perch anqe, that, you yaurfelf were fev'd, 

Vio. O my poor brother ! fovpecchaucCvmay l^cbe. 

Cap, True, Madam: and to comfori you with 
Affure yourfelf, aftc* o»r ihip did fplit, [dvap.^, 

When you, and that poor number favM with, you^ 
Hung: on our driving boat : I. faw. your brother, 
Moft pio.vident in peril, bind hiwfelf 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the pradice) 
To a ftrong maft^ that liv'd upon the fea ; , . 
Where, like Arim on the dolphin's back, 
I faw him hold, acquaintance with thie waves* 
So long as I cauld fee. » 

Vio. For fayioig fo,. there's gold. 
Mine own elcape un£okletb to my hope. 
Whereto, thy fpeech; ferves. for authority ,> 
The like of hitn. Know'ft.thou this country? 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for: I was bred aadbotn, 
Not three houFS travel frojoa. this very place. 

Vio. Who governs .here>? 

Cap, A noble Dtike in natture, as in name. 

Fa>, What is: his name? 

Cap. Offino. 

Vio. Orjino! I have heard my father name him ; 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or ^was fo very late ; 
For but a month ago I went from hence. 
And then 'twas, fr^fc^ln inurn^ur (as you know* 
Whar Great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did feek the love of fair 0//t;w. 

rw. What's fte? 

Cap, A virtuous m^id^ the daughter oi a Count, 
That dy'd fome twelve months fince, then leaving b<^ 
In the pTot^ftion of bi& fon, her brother, 
Who ftortly ,a|fo dy'd ;. for whofe dear love> 
They fay, Ihe hath abjur'd the fight 
And cQp^pany .ofzQQU. 

N « Vh. 
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Vio. O, that I fervM that lady, 
And might not be deliver d to the Avarld, 
^Till I had made mine own occafion mellow 
What my eftate is ! j 

Cdp. That were hard to com|)afs \ ' . , , 
Becaufe (he will adikiit no kind of fuit, 
No, not the Duke's, 

Vio* There is a fair behaviour in th^e. Captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft plofe in pollution ; yet of thee, 
I willbelieve, thou haft a mind that fuits 
With this thy fair and outward charader; 
I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufly^ 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For fuch difguife as, haply, fliall become 
The form of my intent. Til ferre this Duke; 
Thou (hah prefent me as an eunuch to him. 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fing. 
And fpeak'to him in many forts of mufic. 
That will allow me veiy worth his fervice. 
What elfe may hap, to time I will commit; 
Only ihape thou thy filence to my wit. ' 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute FlI be : 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Vio. I tnank thee; lead me on. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. 

An Apartment in Olivia'j Houfi. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria* 

Sir To. \ XT 'ti AT a plague means my niece, to 
V V take the dea;th of her brother thus ? I 
am fure, care's an enemy to life< 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby^ you muft tome in 
earlier a-nights ; your niece, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted. 

Mar. 
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Mar, Ay, but you mu(tconfinc yourfelf within the 
modeft limits of order. ' ' 

^ir To. Confine? TU confine myfelf no finer than 
I am ; thcfe clothes are good enough to drink in, 
•and fo be theft boots too ; an they be not, let them 
hang themfelves in their .own. ftraps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking wilf undo you; 
I heard my lady talk of ityciferday, dnd of a foblifh 
Knight that you brought in one night her^, tb be 
her wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 
'- Sir To'. He's as tall a mah as any's in Illjria* 

Mar. What's that to th* purpofc ? * 

Sir To* Why, he haj-thrtecthbufanddxiScaisa'vca'r. 

Mar. Ay^ b\it he'll have but a ycat in all tliele du- 

rars : ' he's a very fool and* i prodiga:H^ ' 

-'' Sir To. Pie, that you'll fay fo ! he pla^s b'thWlbl- 

vdega'nibo,, and {peaks threfe bt four languages wdAl 

for word withputbo'bk, 'and hatli all the gQ6d pits 

• of nitWe. '-': . ': ' ^ :-''■ \ '",■'' '/■- ' '/, 

'- '^ Afar. Hd'hkth,"indeed,'-^alnlbft hAtural \ forbiGtffes 
that he's a fool, he's a great quarrell^r; 'and'fbut 
'that he hkth the gift of a cbward to alla'y the gxjilhe 
hath in' quarrelling, 'tis thought ariibng ' tHe prti- 
dent, he would quickly have the gift bf a grave.^ 

Sir Tb. By this hand, they are fcbtindrels and tub- 
tradors^ tlilat fay fo 'of hita. -Who are? they 9^ ■ ^ ; 
• Afar. They that add moreover, he*s drunk nii^htl^ 
in your compapy. . *^ ' 

5ir 21(7. With drinking healths to my niece: Yll 
drink to her as long as there's apaflageinmy throaty 
and drink in lllyria. He's a coward, and a coyftril, 
that will not drink to my niece 'till his brains turn 
o'th' toe like a pariih-top. What, wench? ^Cdjiiliano 
Volto; for here comes Sir Andrew Ague^chetk. ^ # 

♦ CaftLliano vaigo;] Wc Ihould read -po//^. In Englijh^ ^Mt on 
your Caftilian Countenance; that is, your grave, folcmn Looks. ' ' 

N3 SCENE' 
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,E7it€r sir Andrew.' . . , " 

Sir And. O I R J'oby Selch(,Mw hidw, Sk Tcbf Mih'f 
O iSir To. Sweet^ir Andreurl u 
.iSrri4n^»iBlefs youv^airibrew. •>'..' : 

• Afar. Aiftd you too. Sir, . 

Sir To, Accoft, Sir Andrew^ accoft.- ' .i . : . ^ . . 
5«r i4nrf. Whkt's that ? ■\ .< 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid... / 
Sir Arid, Good mift?Qfs. Ac€o^ I idafire bcitet acf . 
quaintance. !-«• i.* . -r ■: . / - "» . ; . 

i Afar. My. name is itffif^.* film i i ,: O* .». \ 
' ft>^«4» Good*ttiiflrcfe Mary A€c6fi^»!JHm. . : .. o^ 
/67r T't). You naifilakev Kili^t'; accoAi k^tfiohtlMt» ' 
board hcT, woo her, afiail hbr* ./ j .■■'*. k. .» - • 

, Sir And. By my tuoth, I wofdd »dt uvd^rtaik'e b&[ 
in this company. Is that the meaning of adceji ? -. i >j 
^Afat. Fane .yoi|. well/ gemtemta. ^ r; ; ' <i .,?. 
i4iflr.2a4 Asn iheu JefhisTTfarl fo^ Sirf<nt|f^fVcitild 
tfaou might'ft never draw fword again, v ^ . t . < •' n • > 
i'Sfr '^ni*. Axkiym pari.foy, mifti^fe, t would I might 
never draw fword again. Fair lady^ do you thmJ^^ 
yf>a have fools in hjftikd? • .■ i .^ ^. 

. KiSfir. Sir, I Jia-vc ^jfQt yowby th'h^pd* > .,. ,\_ 
Sir And. Marry, but you ihali ba;vc,'9n<itiep?ei'5 ngr.v 

Afar..Nowv,&ir,: thought is free: I prs^y yeiit^ brii^g . 
y Otur hsjad to ih', buHtcry-barv.^nd Ut it dtii^* . • . 

^ir Arid. Wherefore, fweet heari ?, ^Mrhsit'snyournie^:^ 
ifaphoTi? .. I' .'. 

Mflf.it'^ dry,.Sir. . iV • 

SkiAnd^ Why, I tjaink fo: I ..am not.fuch an afs^ ; 
but Ijcan keep my hand dry- B^t what's yourjcft ? 
, ^ar., A dry jcft. Sir. 

i/r And. Are you full of them ? 
n-.r ... • ' ■ 5ir 
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Afar. Ay, Sirj, I. have them at my finger's ends: 
marry, now I lef Jrour haqd go, I am barren. 

[Exit Maria. 

Sir To, O Knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary : . 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your Ufe^ I think, utiilefs yoii fe^ 
canary put me down : ^etbinks^ fometimes. I have 
no more wit than a chriftian, or a^i bcdinary man 
has ; but I am a great eater of beef^ and; I believe, 
that does harm to my /wiu ^ 

Sir To. No queftion. 

Sir And. An I thought .thai!*, Td forfwear. it« TU 
ridfi home to-lnorrow^ Sit Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoy^ my dear Knights :»{■ 

Sir And. What is powrquoy f do,^ or xK>t do? I 
would, I had beftowcd that time in the tongues that 
I faavd iiu. fencing, dancing, and beotr^beatingi Ov 
had I but foUow'd the a»t»J 

Sir^^o^' Then hmlft thou had- an excellent bead o& 
hair. ' -j^-^j '• m'". * "'^- :.*.!•• r^ i'^ 

Sir And>. Why^ woiildftllat hawmctttieimy h*ir? 
i'to' 7k Pdfr4iaefti<5i \ fqr*' thou feeft, it wfll not 
curl by nature. f»^ : ^ '* ^ ' ' 'f 

SiriAiidA^iit'A beo6mtf& ih6" well enough, /doe3*t 
not? 5' i'«> ' • , ^ T' : ■ . ^ . ,^ 

Sir To. Excellent ! it hang^ like flax on a diftaff 1 ' 
and I hope to. fee k h'oufe-wilb tak« thee between ker 
legs^ Aftd:fpirt^'iteflF< ' i ' - •• ^'^ -.- " 

Sir And. Faith, Fll home to-morrow. Six Toby ;* 
your niece wiU'ndt befeen, br; if flieTje; it^s four 
to one (he'll none of me:^ the Duke himfelf here, 
hard by; wooes her. 

Sir To. She'll none o'tV Duke, (he'll not match 
above her degree, neither in e(fatc, yeats^ nor wit ; 
I have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't,mam . 

Sir iiwi'.. rU ftay a month longec, Tm a fellow o'th* 

♦ Moil Jteji, it will noi cool my nature.] We (hould read, U will n»i 
cvltI by nature. The Joke is evident. 

N 4 ftrangeft 
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firangefi xisind Tth" world : I dllight in m'aflcs atid 
revels fomctimes altogether. 

. Sir To, Art thou good at thefe kick-fhaws. Knight? 
: Sir And* As any man in Illyria, whatfoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will not 
compare with ah old mah^ 

• Sir To. What is thy excellencein a galliard, Knight? 
. Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

, Sir To. Arid I can cut the matton to't. 

Sir And, And, I think, I have the back-trick, lim- 
ply as ftrong as any man in Illyria, 

• Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? wherefore 
have thefe gifts a curtain before them? arc they like 
to take duft, like miftrefs MalVs pifture ? why do ft 
thou not go to church in a galliard, and come home 
in a coranto'? niy very walk ihouldbea jig ! I would 
QOt fo much as make water, but in a link-a-pace : 
what doft thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues 
ia? I did think, by the excellent conftitution of thy 
leg, it was forni'd under the ftar of a galliard. 

• Sir And. Ay^hiz ftrong,' arid it does * indifferent 
ii^ell in fiame-colourM ftocking. Shall we fet about 
ibme revels ? 

* Sir. To. What fliall we do elfe ? were' we not borA. 
tinder Taurus^ 
. Sir And. Taurus? that's fides and heart. 

jSir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
thee caper ^ ha! higher: ha! ha!— — ^excellent. 

[Exeunt, 

S C E N E V. 

. Changes to the Palace, 
Enter Yalentine,anii Viola in man's attire. 

Val. TF the Duke continue thefe favours towards 
A you, Cejarij)^ you are like to be much ad- 
vanced; he hath known you but three days, and 
already you are no Granger. 

Vio. 
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Vio.^ You either fear bis humoiar, <ir my tiegligeate, 
that you callin queftion the continuance of hisIoVe. 
Is he ineonftant, Sir,^m his favours? 

Vol, No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio* I thank ypu : .hene comes ithe Duke. 
Duke, Who faw Cefario, hoa ? • - - . 

I Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 

Duke, Stand you a- while aloof. — Cefaria^ 
Thou know'ft no lefs, but all: I have unclafp'd 
To thee the book even of my fecret foul. 

I Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gait unto her; 

I Be not deny'd accefs. Hand at her doors, 

' And tell them, there thy fixed foot.Ihail grow, 

' 'Till thou have audience. 

^ Vio, Sure, my noble Lord, 

' If {he be fo abandonM to her forrow 

^ As it is fpoke, fhe never will admit me. 

^ Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 

Rather th^iu make uuprofited return* 

^ Vio. Say, I do fpeak.with her, my Lord ; what then? 

^' Duke, O, then, unfold the paffion of my love, 

Surprize herewith difcourfe of my dear faith ; 

^ It fhall become thee well to ad my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth. 
Than in a nuncio of more grave afpcd* 

^ ' Vio, I think not fo, my Lord. 

IJuke. Dear lad, believe itc 

^ For they fliall yet belie thy Happy years, 
ThaX fay, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious; thy fmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organs, Ihrill, and found. 
And all is feipblative a woman's part. 
I know, thy Conftellation is right apt 

i For this affair : fott>e four or five attend him ; 

t All, if you will; for I myfelf am befl 

i When leaft in company. Profper well in this, 

N5 And 
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To call his fortunes thine. . ^ 

. Vio. rildo.mybeft 

To 1VOO your Lady ; yet, a bargd flrife I >■ 

Who-e'cr I woo, myfelf would be his wife. [Exeunt, 

f ^-'SC E^N E VI. i: 

changes ioOivnA's Houfe. 
.* . Enter Maria and Clown. 

Jif*f< "VTAY, citbcf tellme virheisethoja haft; been, 

\k\ or I will not open «riy lip* to wide a$ s 

briftle feay* ehter,' iii way bf/thy excu£e^ .my Xad^ 

will hang thee for thy abfenCc. '. 1 . ■. i. ."' 

C/(?. Let her hang me; he, that is Well bahg'd in 
this world, needs fear wo colours. 

'Mar. Make That good. 

Ch, He (hall fee none Co fear. 

Mar, A good lehten anfwer: I can«tell thee where 
that faying was born, of , I fear no coldui^4 , ^ j 

Ch. Where, good miftrefs Mary ? 

Mar. In the wars ; and that may yoa be bold to 
fay in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wifdom thathave it ; and 
thofe that are fook, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will' be haag'd for being fo long ab- 
fent, or be ttirn'd away; is »6t that a^ good as a 
hanging to you ? 

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 
riage; and for turning away, let fummer bear it out. 

Mar. Vou are refolute then ? 

Clo. Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two 
points. 

Mar. That if one break, the other VvHl hold ; or, 
if Both break, your gatkins fall. 

Clo% Apt, in good faith; very apt« well, go thy 

way, 



way, if Sir 7&^y Wotatdltave dwaWhg, th<M| w^rtas 
witty a piece of Eves flefh as any in lUjria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more a that : here 
cmies my Lady; make yotir exculc wifely, you wcr^ 
bfeft. / [Exit. 

S ;G E >N E VII. 

Enter OIivia,>irn<i Malvolib. 

Clo. \'KT I T, ap4'^be thy will,, put me into a good 
VV fooling! thofe wits, that think they have 
thee, do very oft prove fools ; and I, that am^fure,]^ 
Itcfc the^^ may pafg for a wife<m^* For wh^t fays 
QuinapaltH^ Better be a witty fool.thaa a fop^fh.wit^ 
God blefs thee. Lady I 

OIL Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? takeaway (he Lady. 

OIL Go to, y'are a dry fool; Til no more of ypu; 
befides, you grow dilboneft. 

€h. Two faults, Madma^ that drink and good 
counfel will amend ; for giVe the dry fool dripk, then, 
is the fool not dry: Bid the diQiondi man mend him- 
fclf; if he mend, he is no longer diflioneft; if he can- 
not, let the botcher mend him. Any thing, that'^ 
mended, is but patched ; virtue, that tranfgrelfes, h 
but patched with fin; and fin, that amends, is but 

f)atch'd with virtue. If that this fimple fyllogifra will 
ferve, fo; if it will not, what remedy ? as there is no- 
true cuckold but calamity, fo beauty's a fiower: the 
Lady bade take away the fool, therefore, I fay again^ 
take her away. 

Oil. Sir, I bade them tsjke away you. 
Clo. Mifprifion in the higheft degree. — ^I^ady, Ct^. 
cullus nonjacit monachum; that's as much as to fay^ I 
wear not motley in my brain : good Madona^ give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 
QIL Can you do it? 

N 6 Qo. 
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Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona* 

on. Make your proof. 

Clo, I muft catechife you for it, Madona ; good my 
moufe of virtue, anfwer me. 

Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idlenefSf Til bide 
your proof. 

Clo, Good Madona^ why mourn' ft thou ? 

OIL Good fool, for niy brother's death. 

Clo, I think, his foul is in hell, Madona, 

Oli. I know, his foul is in heav'ri, fool. 

Clo, The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother s foul being in heav'n: take away the 
fool, Gentlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio^ doth 
he not mend ? 

Mai, Yes, and ftiall do, 'till the pangs of death 
(hake him. Infirmity, that decays the wife, doth ever 
make better the fool. 

Clo, God fend you. Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fwom, 
that I am no fox; but he will not pafs bis word for 
two-pence, that you are no fool. 

Oli* How fay you to that, Malvolio f 

Mai, I marvel, your Ladylhip takes delight in fuch 
a barren rafcal ; I faw him put down the other day 
with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a 
flone. Look you now, he's out of his guard already; 
unlefs you laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is 
gagg'd. I proteft, 1 take thefe wife men, that crow 
fo at thefe fet kind of fools, no better than the fools' 
Xanies, 

Oli. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio^ and tafte 
with a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltlefs, 
a:nd of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for 
bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets; there is no 
llander in an allow'd foof, though he do nothing but 
rail; nor no railing in a known difcreet man, though 
he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo. 
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Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with pleafing, for 
thou fpeak'ft well of fools ! 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle- 
man, much defires to fpeak-with you. . . 

OIL From the Count Orfmo^ is it? 
. Mar, I know not, Madam, 'tis a fair young Man^ 
and well attended. • 

Oiu ' Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Tohy^ Madam, your Uncle. 

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you, he Ipeaks nothing 
but madman: fie on him ! Go you, Malvolio; if it- 
be a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home: 
What -you will, to difmifs it. [Exit Malvolio] Now 
you fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and peo- 
ple diflike it. 

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona^ as if thy 
eldeft Son fhould be a fool : whofe fcuU Jove cram 
with brains, for here comes one of thy Kin has a 
moft weak Fia Mater I 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Sir Toby. 
Oli. "D Y my honour, half drunk. What is he at 
Jj the gate. Uncle ? 
Sir To, A Gentleman. 
Oli. A Gentleman ? what Gentleman? 

Sir To. 'Tis a Gentleman-heir, ^A plague o* 

thefe pickle herring I how now, fot ? 

Qo. Good Sir Toby, 

OW.. Uncle, Uncle, how have you coipe fo early 
by this lethargy ? 

. Sir To. Letchery ! I defy letchery: there's one at 
the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir 
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Sir to. Let him be^ the devil and he %yiil, I care 
not : give me faith, faty 1/ Well, it's^all 6tie. [£xiL 

Oiu What's a drunken man like, fool? 

Qo. Like a drown'd man, a fobl, and a madman : 
one draught above beat makes him 'S 'fobl; IE9 fe- 
cond mads him; and a third drowitsthim. ^ ' 

Olu Go thou ' andf feek the •Coroner, waA let hini 
fit o^ my Uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink ; 
he's drown'd; go, lobk'^fter him, 

C/o. He is b«kt mad yet^ M^dcna, and the::£dol (ball 
look to the madman. [Exit Qown, 

» Enier MalvoHo. 

MaL Madam, yondi yon<i%g Fellow fweaLrt-he will 
fpeak with you* I told him, you were tick; be takt5ir: 
on him to underftand fo much, and tb^reibre corner 
to fpeak with you. I told him you were afleep; be 
feems to have a fore-^knowledge of that too, and 
therefore comes to Xpeak with you. What is to be 
faidto him, Lady? he's fortified againft any denial. 

on* Tell him, he fhall not fpeak witb me. 

MaL ^Ht has been told fo; and he fays, he'Jl ftand 
at your door like a Sheriff's poft, and be the fuppor- 
ter to a bench, but he'll fpeak with you. 

OIL What kind o'man is he ? 

MaL Why, of mankind. 

OH* What manner of man ? 

MaL Of v^ry ill manners ; he'll fpeak widi you^ 
will you or no. ' ^ 

OIL Of what perfonage and years is he ? 
' Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a fquafh is before 'tis a peafcod, 
or a codling when 'tis almofl an apple]: 'tis with him 
in {landing water, between boy and man. He is very 
well-favour'd, and he fpeaks very fhrewiflily; one 
would think, his mother's milk were fcarce out of him. 

OIL Let him approach : call in my Gentlewoinan. 

MaL Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. [Exit. 

SCENE 



:ii 
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Enter Maria. . ; ' . 

QH% /^ ly.E me my veil : come, throw ito'cr oiy 

VT ••£«€«; i- ... 

W^!ll ooce .more hear Or/ifitf's embafly. .« / ^ 

fnter \iol^, ; . : ,f 

Wd. ThC'hoAOUratble Lady of the boufe, which i§ 
flic ? 

OIL Speak to me, I Ihall anfwer for her: your 

will? 
^Vio^. Mo& radiant, exqoiifite, and untmatchable 

Beauty-j rl pray you^ 4eil tne, if this be the Lady. 

ofMhe houfe, for I never faw her* I would be loth 
to call away ray fpccch ; for, befides that it is excel- 
lently well penn'd, I have taken great pains to con 
it. Good Beauties, let me fullain no fcom ; * I am 
very comptible, even to the leaft finifler ufage. 

on. Whence came you. Sir? 
. Vlo. I can fay little more than I have ftudied, and 
that Qiieftion's out of my Part. Good gentle One, 
give me modeft affurance, if you be the Lady of the 
houfe, that I may proceed in my fpeech. 

OIL Are you a Comedian? 

Vio, No, my profound heart ; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice, I fwear, I am not that I play. Are 
you the Lady of the houfe ? 

OU, If I do not ufui'p myfelf, I am. ... 

Vio. Moft certain, il you are flie, you do ufurp 
yourfelf ; for what is yours to bellow, is not yours 
to referve ; but this is from my Commiffion* I will 
on with my fpeech in your praife, and then fliew you 
the heart of my meflagc. 

* /aw v^ry comptihie,*] ComptM for ready to call to Account. 

OIL 
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OIL Come to what is impor^tant in'tt I forgiveyou 
the praifc. • 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and 'tis 
poetical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be fcign'd. I pray y4>u,' 
keep it in. I heard yoti were faucy at my gates ; and 
I ailow'd your approach, rather to wonder ^at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you 
have reafon, be briet : 'tis not that time of the moon 
with me, to make one in fo ikipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoill fail. Sir, here lies your way, 

Vio, No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your Giant, fweet 
Lady. • 

* OIL Tell me your mind. ^ * 

Vio', I am a meffenger.. 

OIL Sure, you have fome hideous matter to deli- 
ver, when the courtefy of it is fo fearful. Speak your 
office. 

Vio, It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overr 
tureofwar, no taxation of homage; I hpld the olive 
in my hand: my words are as full of peace as matter. 

Oli, Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what 
would you ? 

Vio, The rudenefs, that hath appeared in me, have 
I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and 
what I would, are as fecret as maiden -head; to your 
cars, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation. 

Oli, Give us the place alone. [jEx// Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your .text ? 

* Vio. — tell me your mind, I am a mejfenger,^ Thcfc Wojiis muft 
be divided between the two Speakers thus, 
Oli. tell me y<mr mini,. 
Vio. lam a mejfengeu i , 

r/o/a growing troubiefomc, Olivia would difmifs her,. an4 therefore 
cuts her fhort with this Command. Tell me your mind. ' The other 
taking Advantage of the Ambiguity of the Word Mind^ which fig- 
nifies cither Bufine/s or Inclinations, repKcs as if flic haii ufed it in the 
latter Senfc, lam a mejfenger, 

Vio. 
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Via, Moft fweet Lady,-- 

Oil. A comfortable do6lrine, and much may be 
faid of it. Where lies your text ? 
. Vio. In Orjinai's bofom. 

Oil, In his bofom? in what chapter of his bofom? 

Vio. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his 
lieart. 

OIL O, I have read it^ it is herefy. Have you 
Ho more to fay ? 

Vio. Good Madam, let me fee your face. 

Oli. Have yx)u any commillion from your Lord to 
negotiate with my face ? you are now out of your 
text ; Ijut we will draw the curtain^ and Ihew you the 
pidure. Lo.ok you. Sir, fuch a one I wear this pre- 
fent: is^t uot well done ? [Unveiling^ 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

OIL 'Tis in grain. Sir ; 'twill endure wind and 
iveather. 

Vio. 'Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white 
^Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on; 
Lady, you are the cruell!rt She alive, ... 
If you will lead thefe graces to the Grave, 
And leave the world no: copy. 

OIL O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted: I will 
give: ouu diverfe fchedules of my beauty. It fliall be 
inventoried, and every particle and uteniil labeil'd to 
my will. As, Item^ two lips indifferent red. Item^ 
two gray eyes, with lids to them. lUm^ one neck, 
one chin, and fo forth. Were you fent hither to praife 
me? 

Vio. I fee you, what you are; you arc too proud; 
But if you were the Devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and Matter loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but recompensed, iho' you were crown'd 
The Non-pareil of Beauty i 

OU. How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thundet love, with fighs of fire. 

OiL 
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OIL Your Lord docs know my.mm^ I cannot love 
him; 
Yet. I fuppofc him yinuous^i know him noble. 
Of great eftatc, of frefh and ftainlefs youth ; 
In voices ncU dwulg'd ; free, leam'd» and valiaot; 
And in dimenfion v and . the fliape of nature.- , 
A gracious petfon ; but yet I cannot love Kim: , 
He might have took his anfWer longiago^ .. * 

Via. If I did love you' in my mafter& flame, . : 
With fuch a fufiF'ring, fuch a deadly liftW .- i ' 

In your denial I would find no fenfe : 
I would not underftand' it^ ' ' 

on. Why, what would you do ? . m 

Vio» Make ipte a. willow cabin tal-^youi; g^te< .. (> 
And cs^U lippn my -foul witfaiui the houfc;^ -: .. v; .; ;l 
Write loyal canto's oC c<)ntewtried loii^> .. • . \ / 

And fing them Xouji f^tn in tha:dtoad o£Aig]iu,^f_( . 
Hollow your name jtottberevcrl>eratflLhiJlw i ' .; ^^.j/ 
And make 4ixc ,babbling| tgpffip of? ihe. ftiXj , . : - ^ . j i 
Cry outv,CVmVi/fO, yA«t fhouldn^tfeft: \- } ' ) |''f 
Betyvcfin the elements of air.an4i*aH<hv;Ti>jit:f/ KK 
But yc^ufrould'pity.itne^. . . j . • .'^ I ,ni, I >ij 

Olu You'might doo^tLUok: .'' ^ :» .; f» ■ •/ . iil/. 
What is your. paren-tageP'f .'. . ) «l :' . i! .>: /' 

Vio^ Above my foiitttnes, yetimy IJate is. wdl ;...(>' 
I am a gentleman. 

-Oftf, Get you to yoiir Lord'; - -^— 

I cannot love him :^rlet him fehd^ more; / 

Unicls,' perchance, you toxftc to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well: 
I thank you for youTfraihs ;^fpen(i this for me, 

Vh. I am no fcc'd poft^ i*^Y?, *^^P*X9^^ purfe : 
My mafter, not 'myfelt, lacks recbmpence* 
Love make his heart of flint; thatt you fliall love. 
And Je| your ierwmri Ul^e my'maftek-'s;^be il ' ' 5 T 
Plac'd in contempt ! farewel,. fair crodtyl J i^ [E^iif 

OIL What- is yoUr parentage; ''^ J^' ' ^ ' '^^■ 
Abav4 my fortufu$yjtt mjfiau is weii.- -*.— . ' 

I am 
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I am a gentleman — Fll bcfworn thou art. ' 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, adions, and fpirit. 
Do giv€ thee five-fold blazon -J- not too faft— feft 1 
foft ! 

Unlefs the mafter were the manr^^^ How now ? 

Even fo cjiiicfcly may one oatSt- the plague ?^ 
Methinkss I feel this youth's perfe&ions, 
With an invifible arnd fub^ik ftealth. 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, kt k be ■■ 
.What ho, jlfa/va^, — ^— > 

Enter Malvolio. 

MaL Here, Madam; kt yoii'r fervice. 

Oli. Rbn-after that fame pce'vWhmeflcageH 
The Duke's hian«; be left- this ring, behind him, 
Would I, or not : tell him,'. Til none of it. ' 
Defire h«6Bi not to flaffeet with "his Lord, ' 
Nor hold bim up-with htj^cB; I am tiol fbrhinit 
If that the youth Will CprhtHlMs way to-mtwrow, 
Til give him li^fon* kirk A- Hy^ &tce\Maholh. 
--^^MaL Madato^'I'wilUv ' - ^^ • ' - * '• ' fjExkl 

^6tL I do, I know not whaif «in(d"fea(r'td'fittd ' 
Mine^ye too great a flatterer' for my mind : • 

Fate, mew thy force ; ourfelves we do liot owct ' ^ 
What is decreed, muft^be; and be this fof [£«&• 



AC t; u. s\c;e'n r;j::;,; 

.^ . ^; /; The Str^et^'.^'. . . :• 

' Enter Antoriib and Sebaftian. ,j^ 

. \ \lr . , , AwTON.Ip, " . 

WILL : jyio^ ft^ DO looger ?^ !»&f i\tiil you • not; 
that t/ga. with ybu? 
Seb. By your patience^ no : my flats (bitie- darkly 
over me; the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, 
'< i diftempcr 
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diftcmper yours; therefore I fliall crave of you your 
leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It were a bad 
rccompence for your love, to lay any of them oh you. 

Ant, Let me yet know of yoii, whither you arc 
bound. 

Seh, No; footh, Sir; my determinate voyage is 
mere extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excel- 
lent a touch of modefty; that you will hot esftort 
from me what Lam willing to keep in; therefore' it 
charges me in manners the rather to exprefs myfelf : 
you mtift know of me then, Antonio^ my name is St- 
baftidn; which I calVd Rodarigo; my father was that 
Sebajlian of Meffhiine^ whoiJi, I know,, you have heard . 
of. H^kft behind him, myfelf, and*; a fitter, biith 
bbrn in one hour; if the heavens had bfec^ ple^s^d, 
, would we had fo' fended ! b\it you, Sir, altdrM ttiat; 
for, fome hoar before yoii took ine from the breach 
of'the fea, was my lifter drown' d. 

■-4nf. Alas, the day ! '' "' ' * ' ' ,^ 

Seb. A Lady, Sit, tho' it was -fdd fhfc much rii- 
fembled me, wsls yet of riiany accounted .beau tift^J; 
but tho** Ltouid not''^ [with fuch cftitiiabie woiidfeV] 
over- far believe that, yet thu^ fai^ I Will boldly fitib- 
lilh'her, fhe bore a mind that envy could not but 
call fair : (he is drown'd already. Sir, with fait water, 
' tho' I feem to drown her remembrance again with 
more. ' 

Ant. Pardon me,* Sir, yp\ir'bad entertainment*. ' 
'* Seb, O good Antdiio^ forgive nie your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, ' ttt 
me be y6ur fervant. ' . ' ' ' , 

' Seb. If you will not undo what you have ;donjb, 
that IS, kill himVhdm you have recoverd, defire'^it 
hot. Fare ye well at onee ; my bofom is full of 
kindnefs, and I am yet fo near the mailnct'i''pF'iiiy 
^mother, that upon the lead occafion ffi6re,'hline ibyes 

# \wUhJuch tJUmable wondtr^ An Interpolation of the Players.- 

will 
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will tell tales of me : I am bound to the Duke Or^ 
Jino's court ; farewel. [Exit, 

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee ! 
I have made enemies ,in Orfino\s court, 
Elfe would. I very fibortly fee thee ther.e : . . 

But come what may, I do adore tl>ee fo, , 
The danger Ihall feem fport, and I will go. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Viola and Malvolio, atjevtral doors. 

MaL T J^ 7ERE hot you e'en now with the Coun- 
VV tefs Olivial 

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fince arrived but hither. 

MaL She returns this ring to yon, Sir^ you riiight 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 
felf. She adds moreover, that you (hould put your 
Lord into a dcfperate Affurance, fhe will none of 
him. And one thing more, that you be never fo 
hardy to come again in his affairs, unlefs it be to re- 
port your Lord's takirig of this.: receive it fo. 

Vio. She took the ring of me. Til non^ of it. 

MaL Gome, Sir, you peeviflily threw it to her, 
and her will is, it Ihould be fo returned: if it be 
Worth ftooping for, there it lies in your eye ^ if not, ' 
be it his that finds it, [Exit. 

Vi$. I kft nt> riig with her; what means this Lady? 
Fortune forbid, myoutiide have not charm'd her! 
She riiade good view of me ; indeed, fo much. 
That, fure, methought *her eyes had croft her toqgue; 
For fhe did fpeak in ftarts diftraftedly: 
She loves me, furc ; the cunning of her paflion 
Invites me in this churlifh meffenger. 

* her eyes hAd loft heY tongue ; ] We ihould read, 

— ker eyes A«i croft ker tongue ^ 

Alluding Jo the Notion"T>f the Fafcinauon of the Eyes j the Effcas 
of which were called crojfin^. 

None 
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None of my Lord's ring; why, he fent her none. 

I am the man — If it be fo, (as, 'tis ; ) 

Poor Lady, fbe were better love a dream. 

Difguife, I fee, thou art a wickednefs. 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How eafyis it,. for the proper falfe 

In women's waxen hearts to fet their ibrm$ ! 

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we. 

For fuch as we are iQiide, if fvch we. be. 

How will this fadge ? . my mafter loves her dearly. 

And I, poormonfler, fond as much on him ; 

A]»4 &^i xn\Si^^\^n, feems to dote on ipe. 

What will become of this ? as I apt 2n3,°> 

My ftate is jdcfp^ate for my maflerjs love ; 

As I am woman, (now, alas the day ! ) 

What thriftlef» figb& ihall poor OUvia breathe ? 

O time, tjku)u,muft untangle this^not I; 

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Qhavges Jo OUyid,' s Iio^fc. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir to. A PPRQACH, Sir Andrew ; not lo be a- 
XjL bed after midnight,: ia tjo be upjictjmes ; 

and Diluculofurgere^ thou know'ft, — 

Sir And, Nay, by my trb*h, I know not; but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir Ta, A falfe canclufion : I hate it, as an ui^fiird 
^an ; to be .up alter alidpigbt, and to go to bfid then, 
is early; fo that to goto bed after midjiighti is to go 
bed betimes. Does not our life confift of.^be four 
elements? 

Sir And. Tait,h,,fo they fay ; b^t,>I think, it rather 
confifts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Th'art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and 
drink. Maria! I hy I — a ilo op of wine. 

Enter 
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tenter Glowi^. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, iYaith. - 

Go. How now, my hearts?' did you never fee the 
pifture of We ihree ? '• ^ . ; , -. ,, 

Sir To. Welcoriie, afs; n^w^let « have a catch. ' 

Sir And. By iny troth, theifoo^l has an excellent 
breaft. I had rather than forty fcillings I had fuch a 
leg, and fo fweet a breath to fittg,^s th^ fool has: In 
footh, thou waft mvery gracious foolin-g lail night, 
when thou ipok'^ofPigrogroniitus;, of the V^idns^^i. 
fing the Eqiiinbdisil of Quiubus: 'twas very Aoc^d, 
i- faith : I fent thee fix-^ence for thy Lemon, 'hadft it? 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity^; ' for Matvolid^B 
nofe is no whip-flock. My Lady has a white hand,, 
and th€'Myr«iidans arc na bottle-ale houfes. i 

Sir And. Excellent : why, this is i^he beft fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a Song.— .^ 

Sir To, Come on, there's Six-pence for you. Let's 
have a Song. ■ ' , - 

Sir And, There's a teftril of me too; if one Knight 
give a — i ' 

Clo. Would you have a Lpve-fong, or a Song of 
good life? 

Sir To, A Love-fong, a Love-fong. 

Sir And. Ay, ay, I (sgre, not for goqd life. 

Clown ^»^i, 

O mi/lrefs mvne., where are' you reaming ? 
Ofiaj and hear, your true loves coming, » 

That caning both high and /oni. • 
Trip nojurthcr^ pretty fweeting ; 
Journeys end in lovers' meeting. 

Every wife man's fon d/oth know. 
Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith ! 
Sir To. GoQd> good. 
^. What is love? 'tis net. hereafter : 
Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter t 

WhaCs 
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Whafs to come^ is Jiill unfnre ; 
* In decay there lies no plenty : 
Then come kijs me, fweet^ arid twenty : 
Touih^s ajiuffwiil not endure. 
Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight. 
Sir To. A contagious breath. 
Sir And. Very fwcet and contagious., Tfaith. 
Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in conta- 
gion. But ihall we make the welkin dance, indeed ? 
Shall we rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will 
draw three fouls out of one weaver ? {hall we do 
that? 

Sir And* An you love me, let's do't : I am a dog 
at a catch. 

Clo, By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well. 
Sir And. Mod certain ; let our catch be. Thou knave, 
do. Hold thy peace, thou knave, Knight. I ihall be 
conftrain'd in't, to call the knave, Knight. 

Sir And. 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrain'd 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins. Hold 
thy peace, 

Clo. I (hall never begin, if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good, i'faith: come, begin. 

[Theyjing a catch^ 

SCENE IV. .J. . 

Enter Maria. 

ik&ar.T 717' HAT a catterwauling do you keep 
V V here ? if my Lady have not call'd up her 
fteward, Malvolio^ and bid him turn you out of doors, 
never trull me. , 

^ In deUy there lies no JtUniy:] This is a proverbial. Saying cof- 
rupted ', and fhould b£ r«ad thus^ 

In decay there lies no plenty, 
A Reproof of Avarice, which ftoreg up pcrifliable Fruits till they de^ 
fay. To thefe Fruits the Poet, humoroufly, compares Youth or 
Virginity ; which, he fays, is a Stujf will not endure. 

Sir 
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Sir To. My Lady's a Catajan, we are politicians, 
Medvolio's a Feg-a-RamJej, and Thru meiry men he we 
Am not I confanguinious ? am I not of her blood ? 
Tilly valley. Lady ! there dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady^ 
Lady. [Singing. 

Clo. Beflirew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd, 
and fo do I too : he does it with a better grace, but 
1 do it more niatural. 

Sir To. 0, the twelfth day o/" December, — [Singing. 

Mar. For the love o'God, peace. 

ErUer Malvolio. 

M^. My mailers, are. you mad? or what are you? 
'have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gab- 
ble like tinkers at this time of night ? do ye make an 
ale-houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out your 
* cottiers catches without any mitigation or remorfe 
of voice ? is there no refpeft of place, perfons, nor 
time in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time. Sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up ! [Hiccoughs. 

Mai. Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. My 
Lady bade me tell you, that tho' flie harbours you as 
her Uncle, (he's nothing ally'd to your diforders. If 
you can feparate yourfelf and your mifdemeanors, 
you are welcome to the Houfe : if not, an it would 
pleafe you to take leave of her, (be is very willing to 
bid you farewel. 

Sir To. Farewell dear heart, fince 1 muft netds he gone* 

Mai. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes dojhew, his days are almoft done. 

Mai. Is't even fo ? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. Shall I hid him go? [Singing 

♦ cotiers caUhes] Cottiers. Ruflic, clownifh. 

Vol. in. O Ch. 
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Clo, What^ an if you do ?i 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go^ and /pare not f 

Clo, 0, no^ no; no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'time. Sir , ye lie: art thou any znorf 
than a fteward ? dofi thou think, becaufe thou art vir- 
tuous, there ihall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger fliall be hot 
i'th' mouth tqo. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i'th'right. Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ftoop of wine, Maria. — 

Mai. Miftrefs Mary^ if you priz'd my Lady^s fa- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would^ 
not give means for this uncivil rule; {he {hall know 
of it, by thi6 hand. [Exit. 

Mar. Go (hake your ears* 

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink ^wbei} 
a man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and 
then to break promife with him, and make u fool 
ofhim* 

Sir To. Do't, Knight, I'll write thee a challange: 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; fincc 
the youth of the Duke's was to day with my Lady, 
fhe is much out of quiet. For Moniieur MalvoUo^ 
let me alone with him : if I do not gull him into a 
nay-word, and make him a common recreation, do 
not think, I have wit enough to lie firaight in my 
bed : I know, I can do it* 

Sir To, Poffefs us, poffefs us, tell us fomething of 
him. 

Mar. Marry, . Sir, fomc times he is a kind of a Pu- 
ritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, Td beat him like a 
dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquifite 
reafon, dear Knight. 

Sir And. 1 have no exquifite reafon for' t, but I have 
reafon good enough. Mar. 
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Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conftantly but a time-pleafer; an afFeftion'd afs, 
that cons ftate without book, and utters it by great 
fwarths : the beft perfuaded of himfelf : fo craraM,Jas 
he thinks, with excellencies, that it is his ground of 
faith, that all that look on him, love him ; and on 
that vice in him will my revenge find notable caufe 
to work. 

Sir to. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way fome obfcure epiftles 
of love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the 
(hape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expref- 
fure of his eye, forehead, and complexion, he (hall 
find himfelf moft feelingly perfonated. I can write 
very like my Lady your Niece ; on a forgotten mat- 
ter we can hardly make diftindion of our hands* 

Sir To. Excellent, I fmell a device. 

Sit And. I have't in my nofe too. 

Sir To. He fliall think by the letters, that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my Niece, and that (he is 
in love with him. 

Mar. My pnrpofe is, indeed, a horfe of that colour. 

Sir And, And your horfe now would make him 
an afs. 

Mar. Afs, I doubt not. . 

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know, nxj 
phyfic will work with him. I will plant you two, 
and let the fool make a third, where he (hall find the 
lener: obferve his conftruftion of it: for this night 
to bed, and dream on the event. Farewel. [Exit. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthijilea. 

Sir And. Before me, fhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred,and one that adores 
me; what o'that? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight: thou hadft need fend 
for more money. 

O 2 Sir 
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Sir And, If I cannot recover your Niece, «. I am a 

foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money^ Knight; if thou haft her 

not Tth^end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truft me, take it how 

you will- 
Sir To. Come, come, FlI go burn fome fack^ ^tis 

two late to go to bed now: come, Knight; come, 

Knight. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Palace, 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. /^ IVE me fomemufic; now, good morrow, 

VT friends : 

Now, good Cefario^ but that piece of fong. 
That old antique fong, we heard laft night; 
Methought, it did relieve my paflion much ; 
More thap light airs, and recoUeded terms 
Of thefe moft brilk and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verfe. 

Cur. He is not here, fo pleafe your Lordihip, that 
Ihould Cng it. 

Duke. Who was it? 

Cur. FeJU^ the jefter, my Lord, a fool that the 
Lady Olivia's father took much delight in. He is 
about the houfe. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[ExitCvLUO. [Muftc. 
Come hither, boy; if ever thou (halt love, 
In the fweet pangs of it, remember me ; 
For fuch as I am, all true lovers arc ; 
Unftaid and fkittiihin all notions elfe, 
Save in the conftant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doft thou like this tune ? 

Vio. 
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ViO. * It gives a very echo from the feat 
Where love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou doft fpeak maflerly. 
My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio, Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, 
i'faith? 

Vio. About your years, ray Lord. 

Duke. Too old, by heav'n ; let flill the woman take 
An elder than herfelf, fo wears (he to him ; 
So' fways (he level in her hu(band^s heart. 
For, boy, however we do praife ourfelves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn. 
Than women's are. 

Vio, I think it well, my Lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyfcif. 
Or thy affedion cannot hold the bent: 
For women are as rofes, whofe fair flower, 
Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo. 
To die, even when they to perfedion grow ! 

Enter Curio and Clown. 

Duke O, fellow, come ; the fong we had laft night, — • 
Mark it, Cefario^ it is old and plain ; 
The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun. 
And the free maids that weave their thread with 

bones. 
Do 3ife to chant it: it is (illy footh, 

* // gives a very echo to the feat 
Whire lave is ihrotCd.] Wefbouldrcad, {lomihe/eat: i. r. it reaches 
the Throne of Love, and reverberates thence. 

O3 And 
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And tallies with the innocence of love. 
Like the old age. 

Clo, Are you ready, Sir? 

Duke. Ay ; pr'y thee, fing. [MujEr. 

SONG. 

Come away, come away^ death, 

And in fad cyprefs let me be laid; 
Tly away^ fiy away^ breathy 

lamjlain by a fair cruel maid. 
Myfhrowd ofwhite^Jluck all with j^a^, 

0, prepare it. 
My part of death no onefo true 

Didfhare it. 

Not a flower^ not a flower fioeet^ 

On my black coffin let there bejlfotuit : 
Not a friend^ not a friend greet 

My poor corps ^ where my bones fhall bethrotmu 
A thoufand thoufandfighs tofdve. 

Lay me^ ! where 
True lover never find my grave, 

To weep there. 

Duke, There's for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains. Sir; I take plea fare in finging, Sif. 

Duke, ril pay thy pleafure then. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time 
•r other. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now the melancholy God proteft thee, and 
the taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, 
for thy mind is * a very opal ! I would have men of 
fuch conftancy put to fea, that their bufinefs might 
be every thing, and their intent no where.; for that's 
it, that always makes a good voyage of nothing. 
Farewel. [Exit. 

« a vtry opal !] A precious Stone of almoft all Colours. Mr. ?^t* 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

touke, T E T all the reft give place. Once more, C^ 

Get thee to yond fame fovercign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 

Prizes not quantity. of dirty lands ; 

The parts, that fortune hath befiovy'd upon her, 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune : 

But 'tis that miracle^ and Queen of Gems, 

That nature pranks, her Mind, attrads my foul. 

Vio. But if Ihe cannot love you. Sir— 

Duke* I cannot be fo anfwer d. 

Vio. Sooth, but you muft. 
Say, that fome Lady, as, perhaps, there is. 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her fo'; muft Ihe not then be anfwer'd? 

Duke. There is no woman*s fides 
Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion. 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be caird appetite : 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
Tbatfuifers furfcit, cloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the fea. 
And can digeft as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia* 

Vio. Ay, but I know — 

Duke. What doft thou know? 

Vio. Too well what love women to. men may owe ; 
In faith, they are as true of heart, as we. 
My father had a daughtejc lov'd a man. 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
1 ihould your Lordfiiip. 

Duke. And what's her hiftory ? 

O 4 Vio. 
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Vio, A blank, my Lord : fhe never told her lovCf 
But let concealment, like a worm \i)\ bud. 
Feed on her damalk cheek: Qie pin'd in thought ; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 
She fat like Patience on a monument. 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed. 
Our (hews are more than will; for ftill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But dy'd thy fifter of her love, my boy ? 

Vio, I'm all the daughters of my father's houfcr 
And all the brothers too — and yet I know not — 
Sir, fliall I to this Lady ? 

Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 
To her in hade ; give her this jewel : fay. 
My love can give qo place, ^bide no denay. [£x/un/. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to OUvia'i Garden. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir T04 ^ O M E thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

V->l Fab. Nay, I'll come ; if I lofe a fcruple 
of this iport, let me be boii'd to death with melan- 
choly. 

Sir To. Would'ft thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rafcaliy Iheep-biter come by fome notable 
fhame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know, he brought 
me out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue, fliall we not, 
Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives.. 
Enter Maria. 

Sir To, Here comes the little villain : how now, 
my nettle of India ? 

Mar. 
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Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree ; Malvolws 
coining down this walk, he has been yonder i'th' fun 
pradifing behaviour to his own Ihadow this half hour. 
Obferve him, for the love of mockery; for, I know, 
this Letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. 
Clofe,inthenameofjcftingI lie thou there; for here 
comes the trout that muft be caught with tickling. 
[Throws down a letter^ and Exti^ 

SCENE VIII. 

EnUr Malvolio. 

Mai. 'nr* IS but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
X told me, (he did affeft me ; and I have . 
heard herfelf come thus near, that fliould ihe fancy, 
it fliould b6 one of my complexion. Befides, Ihe ufes 
me with a more exalted rcfpeft, than any one elfe 
that follows her. What fhould I think on't? 

Sir To. Here's an over- weaning rogue. 

Fab. O, peace: contemplation makes a rare Tur- 
key-cock of him; how he jets^ under his advai^c'd 
plumes ! 

Sir And. 'Slife, I could fo beat the rogue. 

Sir To, Peace, I fay. 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio^ • 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Piftol him, piftol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mai. There is example for t : the Lady of the 
Trachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebtl ! 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look, how 
imagination blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months married to her; 
fitting in my ftate 

Sir Ta. O for k flone-bow, to hit him in the eye ? — 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
O 5 velvet 
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velvet gown; having come down from a day-bed, 
where I have left Olivia Deeping. 
. Sir To, Fire and brimftone ! 

Fah, O, peace, peace. 

MaL And then to have the humour of ftate ; and 
after a demure travel of regard, telling them^ I know 
my place, as I would they (hould do theirs — to afl: 
for my uncle Toby 

Sir To, Bolts and fhackles ! 

¥ab. Oh, peace, peace, peace; nqw, now. 

MaL Seven of my people with tn obedient ftart 
make out for him : I frown the while, and, perchance, 
wind up ray watch, or play with fome rich jewel. 
Toh) approaches, curtfies there to me. 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live ? 

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us with cares, 
yet, peace. 

MaL I extend my hand to him thus; quenching 
my familiar fmile with an auftere regard of controul. 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'th' 
lips then? 

MaL Saying, uncle Toby^ my fortunes having caft 
me on your Niece, give me this prerogative of 
fpeech 

Sir To. What, what? 

MaL You muft amend your drunkennefs* 

Sir To. Out, fcab ! 

Fab. Nay, petience, or we break the finews of our 
plot. 

MaL Befides, you wafte the treafure of your time 
with a fooliih Knight 

Sir And, That's me, I warrant you. 

MaL One Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I ; for many do call mc 
Fool. 

MaL What employment have Aye here ? 

[Taking up the Letter. 

Fab, Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir 
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Sir To. Oh, peace I now the fpirit of humours in- 
timate reading aloud to him ! 
. Mai. By my life, this is my Lady's hand: thefe 
be her very C's, LTs, and her I"s, and thus makes 
fhe her great P's, It is, in contempt of qucftion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her Cs, her 17's, and her T$: why that? 

MaL To the unknown beiov*d, this, and my good wi/hes; 
her very phrafes : By your leave, wax. Soft ! and 
the impreffure her Lucnce^ with which fhe ufes to 
feal ; 'tis my Lady : to whom (hould this be ? 

Fah. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mai. Jove knows I iove^ but who^ lips do not move^ no 
man mufi know. No man muft know — what follows ? 
the number's altered — ^no man muft know — if this 
fhould be thee, Malvoliof 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee. Brock ! 

Mai. 1 may command where I adore^ butJUence^ like a 
Lucrece knife. 
With bloodlefsjiroke my heart doth gore, M. O. A. L doth 
/way my life. 

Fab. A fuftian riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent wench, fay I. 

Mai. M. 0. A. I. doth fway my life — nay, but firft, 
let me fee let me fee 

Fab. What a difli of poifon has (he drefs'd him ? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ftanyel checks at 
it? 

Mai. I may command where I adore. Why, (he may 
command me : I ferve her, fhe is my Lady. Why, 
this is evident to any formal capacity. There is no 
obftrudion in this — and the end — what fhould that 
alphabetical poUtion portend? if I could make that 
refemble fomething in me ? foftly M. 0. A. I. — 

Sir To. O, ay! make up that; he is now at a cold 
fcent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be 
as rank as a fox. * 

O 6 Mai. 



3 04 Twelflk-Mght : Or, What you will. 

Mai. M. — Malvolio -M. — ^why, that begins my 

name. 

Fab. Did not I fay, he would work it out ? the ciir 
is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M. But then there is no confonancy in the 
fequel ; That fuffers under probation : A fhould fol- 
low, but does. 

Fab. And fliall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or TU cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O. 

Mai. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you 
might fee more detraAion at your heels than for- 
tunes before you. 

Mai. M. 0. A. I. — - this fimulation is not as the 
former — and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of thefe letters is in my name. 

Soft, here follows profe If this fall into thy hand^ 

revolve. In myjlars lam above thee^ but be not afraid of 
greatnefs ; fome are born great, fome atchieve greatnefs^ 
andfome have greatnefs thruft upon them. Thy fates open 
their hands^ let thy blood andfpirit embrace them ; and to 
inure thyfelf to what thou art like to be, cajh thy humble 
flough, and appear fre/h. Be oppojite with a kinfman^ 
furly with ferv ants : let thy tongue tang arguments ofjiate; 
put thyfelf into the trick of fngularity. She thus advifes 
thee, that fghs for thee. Remember who commended thy 
yellow Jiockings, and wifKd to fee thee ever cr of s- garter" d.. 
I fay, remember ,• go to^ thou art made, if thou defirejl to 
befo : if not^ let me fee thee a Jleward JHll^ the fellow of 
ferv ants ^ and not worthy to touch fortunes'"- fingers. Fare- 
wel. She, that would alter fervices with thee^ the fortunate 
and happy. Day-light and cbampian • difcover no 
more : this is open. I will be proud, I will read 
politic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby., 1 willwalh off 
grofs acquaintance, I will be point devife, the very 
man. 1 do not now fool myfelf, to let imagination 
jade me; for every reafon excites to this, that my 

Lady 
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Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow ftock- 
ings of late, Ihe did praife my leg, being crofs-gar- 
ter'd, and in this Ihe manifefis herfelf to 1cny love, 
and with a kind of injunftion drives me to thefe 
habits of her liking. I thank my ilars, I am happy: 
I will be ftrange, ftout, in yellow ftockings, and 
crofs-garter'd, even with the fwiftnefs of putting on. 
Jove^ and my ftars be praifed ! — Here is yet a poft- 
fcript. Thou canjl not chufe hut know whol am; if thou 
entertaineji my love^ let it appear in thy fmiling; thy /miles 
become thee well. Therefore in my prefence Jlill fmile^ dear 
myfweet, I pr'ythee, — "^ove, I thank thee ! I will fmile, 
I will do every thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit, 

Fab. I will not give my part of this fport for » . 
penfion of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. • 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And, So could 1 too. 

Sir To, And aCk no other dowry with her, but fuch 
another jelt. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Maria. 
Sir And. T^TOR I neither. 

L\ Fab* Here comes my noble gull- 
catcher. 
Sir To, Wilt thou fet thy foot o' my neck ? 
Sir And, Or o' mine either? 

Sir To, Shall I play my freedom at tray- trip, and 
become thy bond-flave ? 

Sir And. Tfaith, or I either ? 
Sir To, Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream, 
that when the image of it leaves him, he muft run 
mad. 

Mar, Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To, Like Aqua vita with a midwife. 
Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, 
mark his firft approach before my Lady : he will 

come 
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come to her in yellow ftockings, and 'tis a colour Ihe 
abhors ; and crofs-garter'd, a fafhion ihe deteils ; and 
he will fmile upon her, which will now be fo un* 
fuitable to her difpofition, being addifted to a melan- 
choly, as (he is, that it cannot but turn him into a 
notable contempt : if you will fee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar; thou moft excel- 
lent devil of wit ! 

Sir And, TU make one too. [Exmnt, 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Olivia' J Garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown. 

Viola. 

SAVE thee, Friend, and thy muGc : doft thou 
live by thy Tabor ? 

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 

Vio. Art thou a Churchman? 

Clo. No fuch matter. Sir; I do live by the Church*, 
for I do live at my Houfe, and my Houfe doth ftand 
by the Church. 

V'u). So thou may 'ft fay, the King lies by a Beg- 
gar, if a Beggar dwell near him : or the Church ftands 
by thy Tabor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church. 

Clo. You have faid, Sir : to fee this age ! — A fen- 
tence is but a * chev'ril glove to a good wit ; how 
quickly the wrong fide may be turned outward? 

Vio. Nay, that's certain ; they, that dally nicely 
with words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my Sifter had had no Name, 
Sir. X 

* a dtvril glove] A Glove made of a Kid's Skin, from Chevertul, 
French. ChiavertUoj Ital. CaprilluSy Lat. Mr. Fop. 

Vio. 
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Vio. Why, Man? 

C/(?. Why, Sir, her Name's a word; and to daSiy 
with that word, might make my Sifter.wanton ; but, 
indeed, words are very rafcals, fince bonds difgrac'd 
them. 

Vio. Thy reafon, Man ? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 
words ; and words are grown fo falfe, I am loth to 
prove reafoxi with them. 

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry Fellow, and careft 
for nothing. 

Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for fomething; but, in 
my confcience. Sir, I do not care for you : if that be 
to care nothing. Sir, I would, it would make you 
invifible. 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia^ Fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed. Sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly; 
(he will keep no Fool, Sir, 'till flie be married; and 
Fools are as like Hufbands, as Pilchers are to Her- 
rings, the Hufband's the bigger : I am^ indeed, not 
her Fool, but her Corrupter of Words. 

Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Orfino^s. 

Clo, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun; it fliines every where. I would be forry. Sir, 
but the fool ihould be as oft with your Mailer, as 
with my Miftrefs : I think, I faw your wifdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pafs upon me, FU no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
fend thee a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoft fick 
for one, though I would not have it grow on my 
chin. Is thy lady within? 

Clo. Would not a pair of thefe have bred. Sir? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe, 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia^ Sir, to 
bring a Crejfida to this Troylus. 

Vio. I underftand you, Sir, 'tis well bcgg'd. 

do. 
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Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great. Sir ; beg- 
ging but a beggar : Creffida was a beggar. My lady 
is within. Sir, I will confter to them whence you 
come ; who you are, and what you would, is out 
of my welkin ; I might fay, element ; but the word 
is over-worn. [Exit. 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool. 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 
He muft obferve their mood on whom he jefts. 
The quality of the perfons, and the time ; 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a pradice. 
As full of labour as a wife-man^^s art : 
For folly, that he wifely fiiews, is 6t ; 
But wife men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit.. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Sir And, qA VE you, gentleman. 
O Vio. And you, Sir* 

Sir To. Dieu vous guarde^ Monjieur. 

Vio. Et vous aujfi; voire Jerviteur, 

Sir To. I hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours.^ — 
Will you encounter the Houfe ? my Niece is delirous 
yon (hould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. lam bound to your Niece, Sir; I mean, fhe 
is the lift of my voyage. 

Sir To. Tafte your l6gs. Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underftand me, Sir, than I 
underftand what you mean by bidding me tafie my 
legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anfwer you with gait and entrance ; but 
we are prevented. 

Enier Olivia and Maria. 
Moft excellent accomplifli'd lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you ! 

Sir 
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Sir And, That youth's a rare Courtier! rain odours? 
well. 

Vio, My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
own * moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear. 

Sir And, Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed : — I'll 
get 'em ail three ready. 

Oli, Let the gardendoorbe (hut, and leave metomy 
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria* 

SCENE IIL 

Give me your hand. Sir, 

Via, My duty. Madam, and moft humble fcrvice. 

Oli. What is your name I* 

Vio, Cefario is your fervant's name, fair Princefs^ 

Oli. My fervant. Sir? 'Twas never merry world. 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 
Y'are fervant to the Duke Orfino^ youth. 

Vio, And he is yours, and he mull needs be yours : 
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant. Madam. 
• Oli, For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with me ! 

Vio, Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

Oli, O, by your leave, I pray you ; ^ 

I bade you never fpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another fuit, 
I'd rather hear you to folic it That, 
Than mufic from the fpheres. 

Vio. Dear lady, 

Oil. Give roe leave, I befeech you : I did fend. 
After the lafl enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chafe of you. So did I abufe 
Myfclf, my fei"vant, and, I fear 'me, you ; 
Under your hard conftrudion mull I fit. 
To force that on you in a ihameful cunning, 

* mofi pregnant, and vouchfafed ear,] Pregnant^ for ready. 

Which 
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Which you knew none of yours. What might ycW 

think ? 
Have you not fet mine honour at the flake. 
And baited it with all th* unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? * to one of your 

receiving 
Enough is fhewn ; a Cyprus, not a bofom. 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak* 

Vio. I pity you. 

OH. That's a degree to love. 

Vio, No, not a grice: for *tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OIL Why then, methinks, 'tis time to fmile again^ 

world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one ftiould be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion, than the wolf? [Clock Jlrikes, 
The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I Will not have you ; 
And yet when wit and. youth axe come to harvefl. 
Your, wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due weft. 

Vio» Then weft ward hoe : — — » ~ 
Grace and good diipofition attend your ladyfliip ! 
Youll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? 

Oli. Stay ; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ft of 
me ? 

Vio. That you do think, you are not what you are. 

OIL If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 

Vio, Then think you right, I am not what I am. 

OIL I would you were, as I would have you be I 

Vio. Would it be better. Madam, than 1 am? 

1 wifti it might, for now I am your fool. 

Oli, O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip I 
A murderous guilt ftiews not itfelf more foon. 
Than love that would feem hid : love's night is noon. 

* to one of your receiving] i. e, to one of your ready Apprekenjion, 
BhJt coniiders liim as an arch Page. 

Cefario^ 
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€efario, by the rofes of the fpring. 

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 

I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide* 

Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe,. 

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe : 

But rather reafan thus with reafon fetier; . 

Love fought is good ; but given, unfought, is better. 

Vio, By innocence I fwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bofam, and one truth, 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good Madam ; never more 
Wilt I my mafrer's tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ft 
move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

[EKeunt^ 

, S C EN E IV. 

Changes to an Apartment in Olivia'j Houje. 

inter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir And, XT O, faith, I'll not ftay a joe longer. 

JL\ Sir To. Thy reafon, dear Venotm, 
give thy reafon. 

Fab, You muft needs yield your reafon. Sir Andrew. 
Sir And, Marry, I faw your niece do more favours 
to the Duke's ferving-man, than ever fhe beftoiv'd on 
me. I faw't, i'th^ orchard. 

Sir To. Did fhe fee thee the while, old boy, tell me 
that ? 

Sir And, As plain as I fee you now. 
Fab, This was a great argument of love in h^er to- 
wards you. 
. Sir And. 'Slight I will you make an afs o' me ? 

Fab. 
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Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths 
of judgment and reafon. 

Sir To, And they have been Grand Jury-men fincc 
before Noah was a failor. 

Fab. Shedidihew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va- 
lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimfione in your 
liver. Vou (hould then have accofted her, with fome 
excellent jeft^i fire-new from the mint ; you fhould 
have bang'd the youth into dumbnefs. This was look'd 
for at your hand, and this wasbaulkt. The double gilt 
of this opportunity you let time wafli ofiF, and you 
are now fail'd into the north of my lady's opinion ; 
where you will hang like an ificle on a Dulchman's 
beard, unlefs you do redeem: it by fome laudable cit- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muft be with va- 
lour ; for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownijl^ as 
a politician. 

Sir To. Why then, build tpethv .fortunes upon the 
bafis of valour; challenge me the Duke's youth t% 
fight with him; hurt him in eleven places ; my niece 
ihall take note of it; and afiure thyfelf, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with woman than report of valour* 

Fab, There is no way but thh, Si^ Andrew, 

Sir And, Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him? 

Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand ; be curft and 
brief : it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, 
and full of invention ; taunt him with the licence of 
ink; if thou thoujl him fome thrice, it ihall not be 
amifs; and as many lies as will lie in thy (heet of 
paper, although the fheet were big enough for the 
bed of Ware in England'^ fet 'em down, go about it. 
Let there be gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write 
with a goofe-pen, no matter: about it* 

Sir 
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Sir And, Where fhall I find you ? 

Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: gOi 

[Exit Sir Andrew, 

S C E N E V. 

Fah. 'THHI S is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. 

A Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, 
fome two thoufand ftrong or fo. 

Fab. *We fhall have a rare letter from him ; but 
you'll not deliver't. 

Sir To. Never truft me theii ; and by all means ftir 
on the youth to an anfwer. I think, oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 
were open'd, and you find fomuch blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reft of th' 
anatomy. 

Fab. And his oppofite, the youth, bears in his 
vifage no great prefage of cruelty. 
Enter Maria. 
Sir To. *Look, where the youngeffi wren of nine 
tomes. 

Mar. If you defirc the fplcen, and will laugh your- 
felves into flitches, follow me: yond gull Malvolio is 
turned Heathen, a very Renegado ; for there is no 
Chriftian, that means to be fav'd by believing rightly, 
can ever believe fuch impoflible paffages of groflhefs. 
He's in yellow ftockings. 
Sir To. And crofs-garter'd? 

Mar. Moft villainoufly ; like a pedant that keeps 
a fchool i'th' church : I have dogg'd him, like his 
murderer. He does obey «very point of the letter, 
that I dropt to betray him ; he does fmile his face 
into more lines than is in the new map, with the 
augmentation of the Indies; you have not feen fuch 

« Look, where the youngej wren of nine comes. ] The Women's Parts 
■were thea afted by Boys, fometimes fo low in Stature, tliat there was 
Occalion to obviate the Impropriety by fuch Kind of oblique Apo- 
logies. 

a thing, 
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a thing, as ^is ; I can hardly forbear hurling thingi 
at him. I know, my lady will ftrike him; if {he do, 
hell fmile, and take't for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE VL 

Changes to the Street. 
Enter Sebaftian and Antonio. 
Seb. T Would not by my will have troubled you. 

X But fince you make your pleafure of your 
I will no further chide you. [pains« 

Ant. I could not ftay behind you ; my defire, 
(More fliarp than filed fteel,) did fpur me forth ; 
And not all love to fee you, (tho' fo much, 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage.) 
But jealoufy what might befal your travel, 
Being fkillcfs in thefe parts ; which to a flranger, 
Un guided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhofpitable. My willing love. 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear. 
Set forth in your purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio^ 
J can no other anfwer make, but thanks; 
And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good turns 
Are fliuffled off with fuch uncurrent pay ; 
But were my worth, as is my confcience, firm. 
You fhould find better dealing : what's to do ? 
Shall we go fee the relics of this town ? 

i<n^ To-morrow, Sir; beft, firft, go fee your lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and *tis long to night ; 
I pray you, let us fatisfy our eyes 
With tne memorials, and the things of fame, 
That do renown this city. 

Ant, 'Would, you'd pardon me : 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftreets. 
Once, in a fea-Gght 'gainfi the Duke his gallies, 

I did 
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I did fome fervice, of fuch note, indeed, 
That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd. 

Seh. Belike, you flew great number of his people. 

Ant. Th' oflFence is not of fuch a bloody nature. 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument: 
It might have fince been anfwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for traffic's fake, 
Moft of our city did. Only my felf flood out 5 
For which, if I be lapfed in this place, 
I (ball pay dear. 

Seh, Do not then walk too open. 

Ant, It doth not fit me : hold. Sir, here's my purfc, 
Jn the fouth fuburbs at the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your know* 

ledge 
With viewing of the town-,/ there (hall you have me. 

Stb, Why I your purfe ? 

Ant, Haply, your eye ftiall light upon fome toy 
You have defire to purchafe; and your ftore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seh. ril be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for 
^n hour. 

Ant. To th' Elephant. 

S.eh, I do remember. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to Olivia'i Houfe. 
Enter Olivia, and Maria. 

Oil. T Have fent after him; * he fays he'll come; 

X How fliall I feafl: him? what beflow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or bor- 
row'd. 
* he Jays hell come;] i. e. I fuppofc now, or admit now, he fays 
he'll come ; which Mr. Theobald^ not underftandiug, alten unnc- 
ceflarily io^^Jay he will come ; in whicli the Oxford Editor has followed 
kixQ. 

I fpeak 
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1 fpeak loo loud. 

Where WMalvolio? he is fad and civil. 

And fuits well for a fcrvant witU niy fortunes. 

Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He's coining, Madam ; but in very flrange 
manner. 
He is fure poffeft. Madam. 

OIL Why, what's the matter, does he ravp ? 

Mar. No, Madam^ he does nothing but fmile ; your 
ladyfbip were beft to have fome guard about you, if 
he come ; for, fure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

OIL Go call him hither. 

Enter Malvolio. 

I'm as mad as he, 

If fad and merry madncfs equal be- 
How now, Malvolio f 
• MaL Sweet lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaJlicaUj. 

OH. Smirft thou ? 1 fent for thee upon a fad occa- 
fion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ? I could be fad ; this does make 
fome obftru<3ion in the blood ; this crofs-gartering ; 
but what of it? if it pleafe the eye of One, it is with 
me as the very true fonnet is : Fltaje one^ and pleafe all. 

on. Why ? how doft thou, man ? what is the matr 
ter with thee ? 

Mai. Not black in ray mind, tho' yellow in my 
legs : it did come to his hands, and commands {hall 
be executed. I think, we do know that fweet Roman 
hand. 

OIL Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

MaL To bed? ay, fweet heart; and FU come to 
thee. 

OIL God comfort thee ! why doft thou fmile fo, 
and kifs thy hand fo oft ? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio f 

MaL Atyourrequeft? 
Yes, nightingales anfwer daws ! 

Mar. 
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Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 
aiefs before my lady ? 

MaL Be not afraid of Greatnefs ; — 'twas well writ. 
OIL What meancft thou by that, MalvolioS 

MaL Some are born Great 

OIL Ha? 



MaL Some atchieve Greatnefs 

Oli. What fay ft thou ? 

MaL And fonve have Greatnefs thruftupon them-— 

OIL Heav'n reftor^e thee f 

MaL Remember, who commended thy yellow 
ilockings. 

on. Thy yellow flock in gs ? 

MaL And wifh'd to fee thee crofs-gaiter''d — 

OIL Crofs-garter'd ? 

MaL Go to, thou art made, if thou ^efireft to be 
Jo 

OIL Am I made? 

Mal» If not, let me fee tliee a fervant fiill. 

OIL Why, this is a very midfuramer madnefs. 

Enter Servant. • 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
Orjino's is returned; I could hardly entreat him back ; 
he attends your ladyfliip's pleafure. 

OIL ril come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow 
be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let fome of 
my people have a fpecialcare of him; I would not 
have him mifcarry for half of my dowry. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

MaL /^H, oh! do you come near me now? no worfc 
V-/ man than Sir Teby to look to me! this con- 
curs di reft I y with the letter; (he fends him onpurpofc 
that I may appear ftubborn to him ; for {he incites 
ine to that in the letter. Caft thy humble flough, 
fays (lie, — be oppofitewith a kinfman, furly with fer- 
-yants; — let thy tongue tang with arguments of ftate^— 
Vol. III. P put 
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put thyfelf into the trick of fingularity ; — and confe- 
qucntly fets down the manner how; as a fad face, a 
roverend carriage, a flow tongue, in the habit of fome 
Sir of note, and fo forth. I have limM her, but it 
is 'Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful! and 
when flie went away now, let this fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow! not Malvoiio^ n6r after my degree, but 
fellojv. Why, every thing adheres together, that 
no dram of a fcruple, no fcruple of a fcruple, no 
obftacle, no incredulous or unfafe circumRance — 
what.can befaid? Nothing, that can be, can come 
between me and the full profpeft of my hopes. Well, 
Jove^ not I, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 

S C E N E IX. 

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, ofid Maria. 
Sir To. \\T HIGH way is he, in the name of 
VV fanflity? if all the devils in hell be 
drawn in little, and Legion himfelf poffeft him, yet 
ril fpeak to him. 

Fab, Here he is, here he is ; how is*t with you. Sir? 
how is't with you, man ? 

Mai. Go off, I difcard you ; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy : go off. 

Mar, Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within himi 
did not I tell you? Sir, Toby^ my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha! doesfcefo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we muft deal 
gently with him ; let rae alone. How do you, Mai- 
volio? how is't with you ? what! man, defy the devil; 
confider, he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you fay? 
, Mar. La, you ! if you fpeak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God, he be not be- 
witched. 

Fab. Carry his water to th' wife woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it ihall be doue to-morrow morn- 

- ing 
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in g if I live. My lady would not lofe him for more 
than ril fay. 

Mat, How now, miftrefs ? 

Mar. O lord ! . 

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy -peace ; that is not the 
way : do you not fee, you move him? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab. No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently ; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 
- Sir To. Why, how now, my bawqock? how doft 
thou, chuck? 

Mat. Sir? 

5/r Tb. Ay, biddy, come with me. What! man, 
*tis not. for gravity to play at cherry-pit with fat^n. 
Hang him, foul collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby; 
get him to pray, , * 

Mai. My prayers, minx ? [nefff. 

Mar, No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 

Mat. Go hang yourfelves all : you are idle (hallow 
things; I am not of your element, you (hall know 
more hereafter. [Exit^ 

Sir To. Is't poffible ? 

Fab. If this were play'd upoji a ftage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable hdion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infeAion of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, purfue him now, left the device take 
^ir, and taint. 

Fab. Why, we fhall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bound. My Niece is already in the belief that he's 
mad; we may carry it thus for our pleafure and his 
penance, 'till our very paftime, tired out of breath, 
prompt us to have mercy on him; at which time 
we will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee 
for a finder of madnaen ; but fee, but fee. 

P« SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Fab. Ti/f ORE matter for a May morning. 

iVX Sir And. Here's -the challenge, read it, I 
warrant, there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Jt\ fo fancy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 

Youths whatfocver thou art^ thou art but a/curvy fdlow. 

Fab. Good and valiailt. 

Sir To. Wonder not^ nor admire not in thy mind why 
I do tall thee Jo; for Iwilljhtw thee no reajonfort. 

Fab. A good note ; That keeps you itom the blow 
of the law. 

•Sir To. Thou comji to the Lady Olivia, and in my fight 
Jhe ufes thee kindly; but thou Uejt in thy throat, that is not 
the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. ^cry brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs. 

Sir To. I mill way-lay thee going home, where if it be thj 
chance to kill me 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou 'kilVJt me like to a rogue and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o'th' windy iide of the law^ 
good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well^ and God have mercy upon one of 
our fouls-: fie may have mer-cy upon mine^ but my hope is 
better^ andfo look to thyfelf Thy friend as thou if eft him, 
and thy [worn enemy^ Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs can- 
not: I'll give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occafion for't : he is 
now in fome commerce with my lady, and will by- 
and-by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, fcont me for him at the 
corner of the orchard like a bum bailiflF; fo foon as 
ever thou feeft him, draw; and, as thou draw' ft, 

fwear 
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fwear horribly; for it comes to pafs oft, that a ter- 
rible oath, with a fwaggering accent fliarply twang'd 
off, gives manhood more approbation than ever 
proof itfelf would have earn d him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. [Exit, 
Sir Ta* Now will not I ddiver this letter; for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 
be of good capacity and breeding; his employment 
between his lord and my niece confirms no lefs; 
therefore this letter, being fo excellently ignorant, 
-will breed no terror in the youth ; he will find, that 
it comes from, a clod-pole. But, Sir, I will deliver his 
challenge by word of mouth; fet up on Ague -cheek a 
notable report of valour; and drive the gentleman, 
(as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it,) into a 
moft hideous opinion of his^rage, Ikill, fury, and 
impetuofity. This will fo fright them both, that they 
will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices* 

s c E N E XL 

Enter Olivia and Viola, ^ 
Fob. T T ERE he comes with your niece; give them 
jLjl way, 'till he take leave, and prefendy after 
him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon forae hor- 
rid mcffage for a challenge. [Exeuntm 

Oli. Fve faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. » 

There's fomething in me, that reproves my fault \ 
But fuch a head-ftrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the fame'haviour that your paffionbears* 
G6es on my mafter's grief. 

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my pifture; 
Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And, I befeech you, come again to-morrow. 
What Ihall you afk of me that I'll deny. 
That honour fav'd may upon alking give ? 

P 3 Vio^. 
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Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my 
maftcr. 

Olu How with mine honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio, I will acquit you. 

OH, Well, come again to-mort-ow: fare thee well. 
A fiend, like thee, might bear my foul to hell. [Exit, 

SCENE XII. 

Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 

Sirto.r^ ENTLEMAN, God fave thee. 
VT Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to't; 
of what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I 
know not; but thy intercepter, full of defpight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at* the orchard- 
end; difmount thy tuck, bbyare in thy prepariatiOtt, 
for thy aifailant i^ quick, fkilful, and deadly. 

Vio. Youmiftake, Sir; I am fure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me; my remembrance is very free 
rfiid' cleat from any image of offence done tb any 
man. . 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwife, I affure you; thcrc- 
fdt^'if you hold your life at any price, betake you 
to your guards for your oppofitc hath in him, what 
youth, ftrength, flsili, and wrath can fumifii man 
withal. 

Vio. I pray you. Sir, what is he ? 

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd' with unback'd^ ra- 
pier, and on carpet confideration ; but he is a'^dcvil 
ill |)rivate brawl; fouls and bodies hath he divorced 
three; and his incenfement at this moment is fo ilb- 
pfacable, that fatisfadion can be none but by pangs 
of death atid fepuichrc : hob, nob, is his word ; give't, 
or take't. 

Vio. I will return again into the houfe, and defire 
fome conduft of the lady. I am no fighter, I have 

heard 
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heard of fome kind of men, that put quarrels pur*- 
pofely on others to tafte their valour : belike, this is 
a man of that quirk. 

Sir To, Sir, no : his indignation derives itfelf out 
of a very competent injury ; therefore get you on, 
and give him his defire. Back you fliall not to the 
houfe, unlefs you undertake that with me, which 
with as much fafety you might anfwer him; there- 
fore on, or ftrip your fword ftark naked ; for med- 
dle you mufl, that's certain, or forfwear to wear iron 
about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as ftrange.- I befeech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know*of the Knight 
what my oflfenc6 to him is : it is fomething of my 
negligence, nothing of my purpofe. 

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian^ ftay you by 
this gentleman 'till my return. [Exit Sir Toby, 

Vio. Pray you. Sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know, the Knight is incensM againft you, 
^ven to a mortal arbitremeut; but nothing of thecir* 
curaftance more. 

Vio. I befeech you what manner of man is he ? 
. Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find in the proof 
of his valour. He is, indeed. Sir, the moft fkilful, 
bloody, and fatal oppofite that you could poflibly 
have found in any part oi lllyria: will you walk to- 
wards him? I will make your peace with him, if I 
can. 

Vio. I fliall be much bound to you for't : I am 
one, that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir 
Knight : I care not who knows fo much of my met- 
tle. \Exeunt^ 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To.^XTHY^ man, he's a very devil; I have 

V V not fecn fuch a virago: I had a pafs 

P 4 with 
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with him, rapier, fcabbard and all ; and he gives me" 
the fluck in with fucha mortal motion, that it is in-* 
evitable: and on theanfwer, hepaysyon as furely as^ 
your feet hit the ground they ftep on. They fay, he 
has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir Arid, Pox on't. Til not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can fcarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on't, an I thought he had been 
valiant, and fo cumiing in fence, Vd have feen him 
c|amn'd ere I'd have challenged him. Let him let 
the matter flip, and Til give him my horfe, grey 
Capilet. 

Sir To, ril make *te motion ; fland here, make a 
good fliew on't;— This fhall end without the perdi- 
tion of fouls ; marry, FU ride your horfc as well as 
I ride you. [AJide. 

Enter Fabian and Viola. 
1 have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have per 
fuaded him, the youth's a devil. [To Fabiaii. 

Fah. He is as horribly conceiteAof him ; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with 
you for's oath fake : marr)% he had better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds That now fcarce to 
be worth talking of; therefore draw for the fup- 
portance of his vow, heproteftshe will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew^ there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout 
with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he 
has promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a foldicr, 
he will not hurt you. Comb on, to't. [They draw. 

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio» T Do aflUre you, 'tis againft my will. 

A Ant, Put up your fword; if this young gen- 
tleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Drawings 
Sir To, You, Sir? Why, what are you? 
Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you» 

[Draws, 
Enter Officers, 

FaK O good Sir Toby, hold ; here come the ofEceys. 

Sir To. rU be with you anon. 

Vio> Pray, Sir, put your fword up ifyou pleafe, 

[To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir; and for that I promised 
you, rU be as good as my word. He .will bear you 
eafily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 OjffF» Antonio, I arreft thee at the fuit.of D;ake 

Orjino, 

Ant. You do miftake me. Sir. 

I Off. No, Sir, no jot: I know your favour well; 
Tho' now you have no fea-cap on your head. 
Take him away ; he knows, I know him well. 

Ant, I muft obey. This comes with feeking you ; 
But there's no remedy. I fhall anfwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceffity 
Makes mc to afk you for my purfe. It grieves die 
Much more, for what L cannot do for you. 
Than what bcfals myfelf ; you Itand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 

8 Off. Come, Sir, away. 

P 5 Ant. 
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Ant. I muft intreat of you fomc of that mon^jr. 

Vio. What Money, Sir ? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fljcw'd me here. 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble. 
Out of ray lean and low ability 
I'll lend you fomething; my Having is not much ; 
I'll make divifion of my prefent with you : 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 
Is't poflible, that my defcrts to you 
Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that it make me fo unfound a roan. 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindnefTes 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man. 
Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennefs. 
Or any taint of vice, whoffc ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

• Ant. Oh, heav'ns themfelves ! 

* 2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me fpeak a little. This youth that you 
fee here, 
I fnatchM one half out of the jiws of death ; 
Relieved him with fuch fanflity of love. 
And to his image, which, methought, did promife 
Moft venerable worth, did I devotion* 

I Off J What's that to us ? the time goes by ; away. 

Ant, But ho, how vile an idol proves this God i 
Thou haft, Sebajlian^ done good feature fliame. 
In nature there'^ no blemifti but the mind: 
None can be call'd dcform'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'etflouTiffli'd by the devil. 

I Off'. The man grows mad, away with hitti : 
Come, come. Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. [Exit Antonio with Officers. • 

Vio. 
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Vw. Methinks, his words do from fuch pai&on fly. 
That he believes himfelf ; fo do not I: 
Prove true, imagination, bo, prove true, 
That I, deax brother, be now ta'en for you ! 

Sir 7b. Come hither, Knight ; come hither, Fabian ; 
well whifpero'er a couplet or two of moft fage faws. 

Vio. He nam'd S^hajiain ; I my brother know 
Yet Kving in my glafs; even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fafhiom, colour, ornament; 
For him 1 imitate : oh, if it prove, 
Tempefts are kind, and fait waves frefii in love. 

[ExiU 
'Sir To. A very difboneft paltry boy, and more a 
coward tbam a hare ; his diflionefty appears in leav- 
ing his friend here in neceffity, and denying Mm ; 
and for his cowardfliip, a& Fabian. 

Fab» A coward, a inoft devout coward, religious 
in it. 

.Sir And. ^Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly, but never draw thy 
-fword. 

Sir And. An I do not, [Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fah. Come, let's fee the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money, 'twill be nothing yet, 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Street. 
Enter Sebaftian, and Clown. 
Clown. 
ILL you make me believe, that I am not fent 



w 



for you? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 

P 6 Clo. 
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Go. Well held out, Tfaith: no, I do not know you, 
nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid you 
come fpeak with her; nor your name is not mafter 
Cffario^nor this is not my nofe neither; nothing, that 
is fo, is fo. 

Seb. I pr'yihce, vent thy folly fomewherc elfe ; 
thou know'ft not me. 

Qo, Vent my folly ! — he has heard that word of 
fome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I am afraid, this great lubber the world 
will prove a cockney : I pr'ythee now, ungird ihy 
Arangenefs and tell me what I (hall vent to my Lady ; 
Ihall I vent to her, that thou art coming ? 

Seb. * 1 pr'ylhee, fooliOi Greeks depart from me; 
there's money for thee. If you tarry longer, I fliall 
give worfe payment. 

Clo, By my troth, thou haft an open hand ? thefe 
wife men, that give fools money, get themfelves a 
good report after fourteen years' piirchafe. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, am/.Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's 
for you. [Striking SebaftJan. 

5^^. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there ; 
are all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or Til throw your dagger o'er 
the houfc. 

Clo, This will I tell my Lady ftraight: I would not 
be in fome of your coats for two-pence. 

[Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on. Sir; hold. {Holding Sehajlian. 

Sir And, Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way 
to work with him; TJI have an aftioh of battery 

* I prythei^ fooli/h Greek,] Gne&y was as much as to fay» Bawd or 
Pander. He underftood the Clown to be afting in that Office. A 
Bawdy-Houfc was called ConnM, and the Frequenters of it CorinlhiaiUt 
which Words occur frcquenily in Shakejptar, cfp^cially in timon of 
Athens, and Henry IVth. 

againft 
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againft him, if there be any law mJllyria ; tho'I (Iruck 
him firft, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 
. Sir To, Come Sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young foldier, put up your iron; you are well 
flefliM : come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldfi thou 
now ? 
If thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. 

Sir To. What, what ? nay, then, I muft have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[They dram and fight. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Olivia, 

(Hi. T TOLD, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 
JlX Sir To. Madam ? 

Oli. Will it be ever thus ? ungracious wretch. 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves. 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my fight \ 
Be riot offended, dear Cefario : — ■ — 
Rudefby, be gone ! 1 pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair wifdom, not thy paffion, fway 
In this uncivil and unjutt extent 
Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe. 
And hear thou therq, how many fruitlefs pranks 
* This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'ft fmile at this : thou flialt not chufe but go : 
Do not deny; beflirew his foul for me, 
He ftartedone poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb, What relifti is in this ? how runs the ftream ? 
Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ftill my fence in Lethe fteep, 
If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep. 

* This ruffian hath botch'd up, — ] i. e. fwcUed and inflamed. A, 
Botch being a Swelling or Ablccls. 

Ott. 
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Oli. Nay, come, I pray : 'would, thou'dft be mrd 

by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 
OIL O, fay fo, and fo be I [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

An Apartment in OHvia'j Houfe. 
£n/«r Maria, and Clown. 
Mar. "fkT^Y, I pry thee, put on this gown^ and this 
X^ heard; make him believe^ thou art Sir 
Topai the curate; do it quickly. Y\\ call Sir Toby the. 
Avhilft. r^*^' Maria. 

C/o. Well, ril put it on, and Iwill diffemble my- 
felf in^t ; and I would, 1 were the firft that ever dif- 
fembled in fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to 
become the funftion well, nor lean enough to be 
thought a good ftudent ; but to be faid an honefi 
man, and a good houfekeeper, goes as fairly, as to 
fay, a graceful man and a great fcholar* The com- 
petitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

Sir To. jfwe blefs thee, Mr. Parfon. 

Clo. Bonos dics^ Sir Toby; for as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid 
to a niece of King Gorboduck^ that that is, is : fo I be- 
ing Mr. Parfon, am Mr. Parfon ; for what is that, but 
that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, hoa, I fay, — peace in this prifon ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave. 

[Malvolio within. 

MaL Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vifit Mai- 
volio the. lunatic. 

, MaL Sir Topas^ Sir Topas^ good Sir Topas, go ta 
my lady. 

Clo. 
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Clo, Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeft thou this 
man? 
Talkeft thou of nothing but ladies? 

Sir To. Well faid, mafter Parfon. 

MaL Sir TippaJ, ne ver was man thuswrong'd; good 
Sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have laid 
me here in hideoxis darknefs. 

Clo. Fie, thou diflioneft fathan ; I call thee by the- 
moft modeft terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle 
ones, that will ufe the devil himfclf with curtefy : 
fay'ft thou, that houfe is dark ? 

MaL As hell. Sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows tranfparent as ba- 
ricadoes, and tbeclear ftones towards the fouth- north 
are as luftrous as ebony ; and yet complaineft thou 
of obflrudion ? 

MaL I am not liiad, Sir Topas ; I fay to yotf, this 
houfe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou erreft? I fay, there is no darkr- 
nefs but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

MaL I fay, this houfe is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance Were as dark as hell ; and I fay, 
there was never man thus abus'd; I am no more mad 
than you are, make the trial of it in any confiant 
queflion. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Fythagoras^ concern- 
ing wild-fowl? 

MaL That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What think'ft thou of his opinion ? 
Mai. I think nobly of the foul, and no way ap- 
prove of his opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou ftill in darknefs; 
thou (halt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras^ ere I will 
allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, left 
thou difpolfefs the foul of thy grandam. - Fare thee 
well. 

MaL 
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Mai. Sir Topas, Sir T^pas ! — 

Sir To» My moft e^quiCtc Sir Topas ! 

Clo, * Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might'ft have done this without thy 
beard and gown ; he fees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ft him: I would, we were all rid 
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deli- 
vered, I would, he were; tor I am now fo far in 
offence with my niece, that I cannot purfue with any 
fafety this fport to the uplhot. Come by and by to 
my chamber. [Exit with Maria. 

s c E N E IV. 

Clo. T-J^ ^ Robin, jo//y Robin, ttll me how my lady 
•^•^ does. [Singing. 

Mai. Fool, 

Clo. My lady is unkind^ perdie. 

Mai. Fool, 

Clo. Alas, why isjkejo f 

Mai. Fool, I fay ; — 

Clo. She loves another — ^who calls, ha? 

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper? as I am a gentleman, 1 will liv"e to be thank- 
ful to thee for t. 

Clo. Mr. Malvolio ! 

Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ? 

Mai. Fool, there was never man fo notorioufly 
abus'd ; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well ! then thou art mad, indeed, if 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mai, They have here propertied me; keep me in 

* jVfly, I am for all waters.] A Phrafe taken from the Aflor s Abi- 
lity of makiDg tlic Audience cry either with Mirth or Grief. 

darknefs. 
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darknefs, fend minifters to me, affes, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Advife you what you fay: the minifter is 
here. Malvolio^ Malvolio^ thy wits the heav'ns re- 
ftore : endeavour thyfelf to fleep, and leave thy vain 
bibble babble. 

Mai, Sir Topas^ 

do. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 
Who, I, Sir ? not 1, Sir. God b'w'you, good Sir 

Topaf 

Marry, amen. 1 will, Sir, I will. 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir? 
I am ihent for fpeaking to you. 

MaL Good fool, help me to forae light, and fomc 
paper ; I tell thee, 1 am as well in my wits, as any 
man in Illyria, 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir I 

Mai. By this hand, I am: good fool, fome ink, 
paper and light; and convey what I fct down to my 
Lady : It fliall advantage thee more than ever the 
bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to't. But tell me true, arc 
you not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit? 

Mai. Believe me, I am not : I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man, ^till I fee 
his brains, I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

MaL Fool, ril requite it in the higheft degree; 
I pr'ythee, be gone. 

Clo. 1 am gone. Sir, and anon, Sir, ' [Singing^. 
rU be with you again 
In a trice, like to the old vice^ 

Your need tofujiain : 
Who with dagger of lath, in his rage^ and his wraths 

Cries, ah^ ha ! to the devil : 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nailSy dad^ 

Adieu, good man drivel. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. . 

Changes to another Apartment in Olivia'j Houfe. 
Enter Sebafiian. 

Seh. 'TH HIS is the air, that is the glorious fun ; 

X This pearl fhc gave me, I do feePt and fee't. 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where's Antonio then ? 
I could not find him at the Elephant; 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit. 
That he did range the town to feek me out. 
His counfel now might do me golden fervice^ — 
For tho' my foul difputcs well with my fenfe. 
That this may be fome error, but no madnefs; 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed * all inftance, all difcourfe ; 
That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes. 
And wrangle with my reafbn that perfuadcs me 
To any other truft, but that Tm mad; 
Or elfe the Lady's mad ; yet if 'twere fo. 
She could not fway her houfe, command her followers. 
Take, and give back affairs, and their difpatch. 
With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and liable bearing. 
As, I perceive, £he does : there's fomething in't. 
That is deceivable*. But here fhe comes. 

ErUer Olivia and Prieji. 

on. Blame not this hafte of mine : if you mean 
well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy man. 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated roof, 
Plight me the full affurance of your faith ; 
That my moft jealous and too doubtful foul 

♦ a// inftance, all difcourfe;] Jnfiance^ for Scnfe ; Difcourft^ 

for Reafon. 

May 
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May live at peace. He fliall conceal it. 
Whiles you arc willing it ftiall come to note; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you fay ? 

Set, ril follow this good man, and go with you^ 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 

OH. Then lead the way, good father; and heav'ns 
fo dine. 
That they may fairly note this aft of mine ! [Exeunti 



A C T V. SCENE!. 

The Sr R E ET. 

Enter Clown, and Fabian. 

Fabian. 

NOW, as thou lov'ft me, let me fee his letter. 
Qo* Good Mt, Fabian, grant me another re» 
qued. 
Fah. Any thing, 

Clo^ Do not defire to fee this letter. 
Fah, This is to give a dog, and in recompence de*^ 
fire my dog again. 

Enter Duke^ Viola, Curio, and lords, 

Duke, Belong you to the lady Olivia^ friends ? 

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well ; how doft thou, my good 
fellow ? 

Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for. my foes, and the 
worfe for my friends. 
» Duke, Juft the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo, No, Sir, the worfe. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praife me, and make an afs 

of 
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of me; now, my foes tell me plainly, I am an afs J 
fo that by my foes. Sir, I profit in the knowledge of 
myfelf ; and by my friends I am abufed ; fo that, 
conclufion to be aiked, is, if your four negatives make 
your two affirmatives, why, then the worfe for my 
friends, and the better for my foes. 

Duki. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth. Sir, no ; tho' it pleafc you ta 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou flialt not be the worfe for me, there"* 
gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I 
would, you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counfel. 

Clo, Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this 
once, and let your flefli and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be fo much a (inner to be a doa- 
ble-dealer: there's another. . 

Clo. FrimOjfecundo, tertio^ is a good Play, and the 
old faying is, the third pays for all : the triplex, Sir^ 
is a good tripping meafure ; or the bells of St. Bennet\ 
Sir, may put you in mmd, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at 
this throw; if you will let your Lady know, I am 
here to fpeak with her, and bring her along with you, 
it may awake my bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty "^tjll I come 
again. I go, Sir, but I would not have you to think^ 
that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs ; 
but, as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and 
I will awake it anon. [Exk Clown. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Antonio, and Officers. 

Vio. T TERE comes the man, Sir, that did refcue 
aTX, me. 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well; 

Yet 
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Tet when I faw it laft, it was befmearM 

As black as Vulcan, in the fmoke of war : 

A* bawbling veffel was he captain of, 

For fliallow draught and bulk unprizable, 

With which fuch fcathful grapple did he make 

With the moft noble bottom of our fleet, 

That very envy and the tongue of lofs 

Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter? 

1 OJfi. Orjino^ this is that Antonio^ 
That took the Phosnix and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he, that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loft his leg: 
Here in the fireets, defperate of (hame and ftate. 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindnefs. Sir; drew on my fide ; 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me, 
I know not what 'twas, but diftraftion. 

Duke, Notable pirate! thou falt-water thief! 
What foolifli boldnefs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo deat, 
Haft made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orjino^ noble Sir, 
Be pleafed that I fhake ofFthefe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate; 
Though I confefs, on bafe and ground en»ugh^ 
Orfino^s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That moft ungrateful boy there, by your lide, 
From the rude fea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paft hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without retention or reftraint ; 
All his in dedication. For his fake, 
Did I expofe myfelf (pure, for his love) 
Into the danger of this adverfe town ; 
Drew to defend him, when he was befet; 
Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance ; 

And 
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And grew a twenty years removed thing. 
While one would wink : dcny'd me mine own purfc, 
Which I had recommended to his ufe 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio, How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant, To day, my lord; and for three months befqrc, 
(No Interim^ riot a minute's vacancy,) 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Olivia, and Attendants. 

Duke. T TERE comes the countefs; now heav'n 

Jn walks on earth. 
But for thee, fellow, thy words are madncfs : 
Three months thi^ youth hath tended upon me.; 
But more of that anon — ^Takc hiip afide. — 

Oli, What would my lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may feem ferviceable? 
Cefario^ you do not keep promife with me. 

Vio. Madam I 

Duke. Gracious Olivia^ 

Oli. What do you fay, Cefario? Good my lord — 

Vio. My lord would fpeak, my duty humes me. 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
. It is as flat and fulfome to mine ear, 
As howling after mufic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

Oli. Still fo conftant, lord. 

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? you uncivil lady. 
To whofe ingrale and unaufpicious altars 
My foul the faithfulFft offerings has breath'd out. 
That e'er devotion tendered. What (hall I do ? 

Oli. Ev'n what it pleafe my lord, that fhall become 
him. 

Duke. Why fliould I not, had I the heart to do't. 

Like 
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* Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death 

Kill what I love? (a favage jealoufy^ 

That fometimes favours nobly;) bm hear ine this': 

Since you to non-regardance caft my faith, 

And that I partly know the inftrument. 

That fcrews me from my true place in your favour : 

Live you the marble breafted tyrant flill. 

But this your minion, whom, I know, youilovc. 

And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly, 

Him will 1 tear out of that cruel eye. 

Where he fits crowned in his mailer's fpight. 

Gome, boy, \yith me; my thoughts are ripe in mif- 

chief : 
ril facrifice the lamb that I do love. 
To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. [Duke going. 

Vio, And I moft jocund, apt, and willingly. 
To do you reft, a thoufand deaths would die. 

[following. 

OH. Where goes. Cj/flw? 

Vio. After him I love. 
More than 1 love thefe eyes, more than my life; 
More, by all mores, than e'er Lfhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witnefles above 
Puniih my life, for tainting of my love \ 

Oli. Ay me, detefted .' how am I beguil'd ? 

Vio, Who does beguile you ? who does do you 
wrong ? 

OH. Haft thou forgot thyfelf ? Is it fo long ? 
Call forth the holy father. 

Duke. Come, away. [To Viola. 

OH. Whither, my lord? Cefario^ hi^fl>and, ftay. 

Duke. Hufband ? 
. OH. Ay, hufband. Can he that deny ? 

Duke. Her huiban(J| firrah ? 

Vio. No, my lord, not L 

OH. Alas, it is the b^vfenefs of thy fear, 

* Like to M' Egyptian thief, — ] This Egyptian Thief was thyamis 
Sec Heliodorusi AEthiopics. ' Mr. thsohald. 

That 
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That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cefario^ take thy fortunes up : 

Be that, thou know'ft, thou art, and then thou art 

As great, as that thou fear'ft. 

Enter Pruft. 

welcome, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 
Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended 
To keep in darknefs, what occafion now 
Reveals before 'tis ripe) what, thou doft know. 
Hath newly paft between this youth and me. 
Fxieft. A contrafl of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attefted by the holy dofe of lips. 
Strengthened by enterchangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony of this compaA 
Seal'd in my fundion, by my teftimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my grave 

1 have traveird but two hours. 

Duke. O thou difTembling cub ! what wilt thou be. 
When time hath fow'd a grizzel on thy cafe ? 
Or will not elfe thy craft To quickly grow. 
That thine own trip Ihall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her ; but direft thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio. My lord, I do pro left 

0//. O, do not fwear; 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear 1 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Sir Andrew, with his head broke. 

£ir And. XT' OR the love of God a furgeon, and fend 
X7. one prefemly to Six Toby. 
OH. What's the matter ? 

^ir And. H'as broke my head a-crofs, and given 

Sir 
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Sir Toby a bloocjy coxcomb too : for the love of God, 
your help. I had rather than forty pound, I were at 
home. 

OIL Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

'Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cefario: we 
took him for ^ coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
dinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cefario ? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is : you broke my 
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was fet on 
to do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me ? I never hurt you? 
You drew your fwprd upon me, without caufe : 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Clown* 

Sir And' If a blppdy coxcomb be a hurt, you h^ve 
hurt me: I think, you fet nothing by a bloody cox- 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you fli^ll heat 
more ; but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled yov othergates than i^e did. 

Duke. How ;now, gentleman ? how is't with you ? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't ; fot, didft fee Dick Surgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he's drunk. Sir 2>&;^, above an hour agone ; 
his eyes were fet at eight i'.th' morning.. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, . and a paft-meafure 
Painim. 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

OU. Away with him: who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becaufc we'll be 
dreft together. 

Sir To. Will you help an afs-head, and a coxcomb 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? ' 

[Exeunt Clo. To. and And. 

OU. Get him to M, and let his hurt be look'd to. 

Vol. III. Q^ SCENE 
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S C EN E V. 

Enter Sebaftian. 
Seh. T Am forry, Madam, I have hurt your kinf- 

jL man: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muft have done no lefs with wit and fafety. 

[Alljlanct in am^te. 
You throw a ftrange regard on me, by which, 
I do perceive, it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows 
We' made each other, but fo late ago. 

Buke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two 
perfons ; 
A natural perfpedive, that is, and is not ! 

Seh. Antonio^ O my dear Antonio! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortured me. 
Since I have loft thee? 

Ant, Sehajlian are you ? 

Seh, Fear ft thou that, Antonio I 

Ant. H6w have you made divifion of yourfelf ? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sehajlian f 

OH. Moft wonderful ? 

Set. Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature. 
Of here and every where. I had a lifter. 
Whom the blind waves and furges have devoured : 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [Tfi Vipla. 

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. OiMeJfaline; Sehajlian was my father; 
Such a Sehajlian was my brother too : 
So went he fuited to his wat'ry tomh. 
If fpirits can afTume both form the fuit, 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A fpirit 1 am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimenfion grofly clad. 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft goes even, 

Ilhould 
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I (hould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay. Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 
Vio, My father had a mole upon his brow. 
Seb, And fo had mine. 

Vio. And dy\i that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years, 
r Seb. O, that record is lively in my foul ; 

He finiflied, indeed, his mortal a<ft. 
That day that made my lifter thirteen years. 

Vio, If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire ; 
Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
ril bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lie my maid's weeds; by whofe gentle help 
I was prefcrv'd to ferve this noble Duke. 
AH the occurrence of my fortune fince 
k ilath been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
•^ Seb. So comes it. Lady, you have been miflook : 
I [loOiivia. 

But Tiature toli«^r bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid. 
Nor arc you therein, by my life, dcceivM ; 
You are betrothed both to a maid, and mati. 

Duke, Be not amaz'd: rigiii-noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet the §lafs feems true,' 
I fliall have fliare in this moft happy wreck. . 
Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, [To V>o. 
j Thou never fhould'ft love woman like to me. . \ 
[ Vio, And all thofe fayings will I over-fvyear^ . 

And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foul ; 
As doth that orbed continent the fire. 
That fevers day from night, 

Duke. Give me thy hand, . . . ;ip .i ♦ 

And let rae fee thee in thy woman's. \veed§# ,^ . / ^. 

Vi(/. The captain, that did bring me firllon {iio,re^ 

Hath my maid's garments: he upon fome aftioiK. 

2 Is 
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Is now in durancte, at Malvoiio's fuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my Lady's. 

Cli. He (hall enlarge him: fetch Mdvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor gentleman! he's much diftrafl. 

SCENE VI. 

Entn the Clown with a Utter, and Fabian. 
A moft extrading frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banifh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 

Clo, Truly, Madam, he holds Beltebub at the ftave's 
end, as well as a man in his cafe may do: h^as here 
writ a letter to you, I fbould have given'tyou to day 
morning. But as a mad-man^s epiftles are no gofpels^ 
fo it Ikilis not much, when they are delivered. 
Oil, Open' t, and read it. 
C/c*. Look then, to be well edify'd, when the fool 

delivers the nvad-man By the Lord^ Madam^ — ^-» 

[Reads. 
' OH. How now, art mad ? 

Clo, No, Madam, I do but read madneb : an your 
Ladyihip will have it as it ought to be, you muft 
allow Vox, 

OU. Pr'ythee, read it, i'thy right wits. 
Clo. So I do, Madona • but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus : therefore perpend, my princefs, and 
give ear. 

Oil. Read it you, firrah. [To Fabian. 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord^ Madam^ you vrrmg me., 
^ and the world Jhall know it: though you have put me into 
darknefs, dnd given your drunken Uncle rule over me^ yii 
have I the benefit of myfenfes as well as your Ladyjhip. 
I have your own Letter, that induced me to the femblance 
I put on; with the which I doubt not, but to do myfdfmuch 
tight^ or you much Jhame: think of me., asyaupleaft: I 
leave my duty a little unthought of and/peak out of my in- 
jury. The macUy us'd MalvoUo. 

OH. 
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, OIL Did he write this ? 

Clo. Ay, Madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diftrafiion. 

OIL See him delivered, flaWan; bring him hither. 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, ihefe things further thought 
To think me as well a filler, as a wife ; [on. 

One day fhall crown th' alliance on't, fo pleafe you. 
Here at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Duke, Madam, I am mod apt t'embrace your offer. 
Your mafter quits you : and for your fervice done 

him, 
So much againft the metal of your fex, [to Viola- 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ; 
(And fincc you calFd me mafter for fo long,) 
Here is my hand, you fliall from this time be 
Your matter's miftrefs. 

OIL A fitter, you are (he. 

SCENE VII. 



I Enter MalvoHo. 

Duke» TS this the mad-man? 

A OIL Ay, my Lord, this fame ; how now, 
Malvolio ? 
MaL Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious 

wrong. 
OIL Have I, Malvolio? no. 

MaL Lady, you have; pray you, perufe that Letter. 
You muft not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe ; 
Or fay, 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ; 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then ; 
And tell me in the modefty of honour. 
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour. 
Bade me come fmiling, and crofs-garter d to you, 
To put on yellow fiockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby^ and the lighter people : 
And a&ing this in an obedient hope. 

Why 
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Why have you fufifer'd me to be imprifon'd, 
Kept in a dark houfe, vifited by the prieft, 
And made the moft notorious geek, and gull, 
That e'er invention plaid on? tell me, vvhy ? 

Olh Alas, Malvolio^ this is not my writing,' 
Tho', I confefs, much like the charafter : 
But, out of queftion, 'tis Marias hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was the 
Firft told me, thou waft mad; then cam'ft thou 

fmiling. 
And in fuch forms which * here were prefuppos'd 
Upoii thee in the letter : pr'ythee, be content ; 
This ptaftice hath moft ftirewdly paft upon thee ; 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it. 
Thou (hall be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fab, Good Madam, hear me fpeak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brjawl to come, 
Taint the condition of ihis prefent.hour ^ 
Which I have wondred at. , In hope it fhall not, 
Moft freely I confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againft Malvolio here. 
Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceived againft him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ;. 
In recompence wherpof, he hath majrried her. 
How with a fportful malice it was followed. 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge : 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd. 
That have on both fides paft. 

OIL Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled ihee? 

Go. yJhy, fome are born greats Jomt atchieve greatnefs, 
and fome have greatnefs thruft upon them, 1 w-as one. 
Sir, in this interlude; one. Sir Topas^ Sir; but that's 

all one : by the Lord^fool^ I am not mad; but do 

you remember. Madam, — why laugh you at fuch a bar^ 

« htre were prcfappos'd] PreJ^ppoid, for impofed. 

ren 
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Ti^i rajcal ? an youfmite not, hes gagged : and thus the 
*\vhirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges. 
J MaL ril be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 

[Exit. 
\ OIL He hath been moft notorioufly abus'd. 

Duke. Purfue him, and intreathim to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 
^ When that is known, and golden time convents, 
- A folemn combination (hall be made 
L Of our dear fouls. Mean time, fweet filler, 
\ We will not part from hence •—"Cefario^ come ; 

, (For fo you fliall be, while you are a man ;) 
k ' But when in other habits you are feen, 
jt * Orjino's millrefs, and his fancy's Queen. [Exeunt. 

Clown Jings. 
* When that I was a little tiny boy^ 
With hey, ho^ the wind and the rain : 
h| Afooli/h thing was but a toy, 
\ For the rain it raineth every day. 

\ But when I came to mans ejlate^ 
With hey, ho, 8cc. 
'''Gainjt knaves and thieves menjhut their gate^ 
For the rain^ Sec. 
i But when I came., alas ! to wive, 
I With hey, ho, 8cc. 

By Jwaggering could I never thrive, 
I For the rain. Sec. 

But when I came unto my beds, 
f., With hey, ho, kc. 

J With tofs pots Jiill had drunken heads, 
f*^ For the rain, 8cc. 

A great while ago the world begun. 

With hey, ho. Sec. 
But that's all one, our play is done ; 
i And we'lljlrive to pleafe you every day. [Exit. 

* When that I was, 8:c.] This wretched Stuff is not Shake/pear %, 
but the Players ! 
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